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fubftance 



re , the Duke ofTorke.and the tJWarques efSuf- 
Margaret) and the Earle of Salisbury and IPar™ 

Suffolk?, 

pur high Imperiali Maiefiies command* 
in charge at my depart for France. 



The firfl part of the Conten- 

tion of the two Famous Houfes of Yorke 
and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Duke Hamfrey, 

v . 

Surer at one doore,King Henry the (txt, and Httmfrey Duke of Gloce - 
Jler, the Duke of Somerfet t the ‘Duke of Buckingham, CardinaH 
B err ford, and others, 

Snterat the other doore, 
folks, and Queen 
wickf. 

large at my depart 
Procurator for your Excellen 
l o marry Princes Margaret for your 
So in the ancient famous Citty Towers 
In prefence of the Kings of France and Cyjfile, 

The Dukes of Orleance , Calabar , “Britaine , and jilonjt 
Seuen Earles, twelue Barons, and twenty reuerend Bvfho 
I did performe my taske, and was cfpoufd. 

And now, mod humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and her royall Peeres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Quecne 
Vnto your gracious Excellence, that are the 
Of that greatlhadowl did reprefent : 

The happicfl gift that eucr Marquefle gaue. 

Tire fair eft Quecne that euer King poffeft. 
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The contention of the two fxmow Houfes 

King. Suffolk* arife. 

Wei corns Qveeiie Margaret to Englifti Henries Court,. 

The greatcft ihew ofkindncffeyct we can bcftow, 

Is this kinde kiffe : O gracious God ofhcauerr, 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulnefie. 

For in this beauteous face ihou haft beftowd 
A world of pleafures to my perplexed foule, 

J^gcm^Th’excdTiueloue 1 beare vneoyour Grace, 

Forbids me to be lauifh of my tongue, 

Lcaft I fhould fpeake more then befeemes a woman : 

Let this fuffice, my blifle is in your liking, 

And nothing can make poore Margaret miferable, 

Vnlefle the frownc of mighty Englands king. 

King. Her lookes did wound,but now her fpeech doth pierce 
Lonely Queene M argaret fit downe by my fide : 

And VnklcGlofter,andyou Lorldly Peeres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queene. 

AH. tong liuc Queene Margaret, Englands happiuefle. 
Qugene. V Ve thanke you all* Sound trumpets 

Sufolke. My Lord Prote&or, fo it plcafe your Grace, 

Heere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soueraignc and the French king. Charles , 

Till terme of eighteens months be full expir’d. 

Hum. /rsprimt,lt is agreed betweene the French klnjrf'karles 
and William de la Pole Marqueffe of Suffolke, Embafladorfor 
Henry king of England, that the faide Henry ftial wed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret, daughter to Raynard King of Naples,CyJfels } 
and lertifalcm, and crowne her Queene of England,, crcthe thir- 
ty day of the next month. 

Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that theDutcheffe 
of Anioy and o f Maine, ft ia 1 lb e releafed and deliuered ouerto 
the King her fa— — — 

Duke Humjrey lets it fall. 

King. How now vnckle, whatsthe matter that you ftayfo fo» 
dainly. 

Hum. Pardon my Lord, a fodaine qualme came ore my heart, 
which dimons mine eyes that 1 «an tcadeoo mere* 

My 



of Yorke and LancoBer. 

My Lord of Yorke, I pray do you reade on. 

Yorke. Item, It is further agreed betweenethem, thatthc Duf- 
ebefle of Anioy and of Mayne, fliall bee releafed and deliuered o- 
uer to the King her father, and fhe fent ouer of the king ofEng- 
lands owne proper coftand charge$,without dowry. 

King. They pleafe vs well, Lord Marqueffe kneele downe .• we 
heere create thee firftDukeof Suftolke, and girt thee with the 
fword. Cofin of Yorke, wee heere difeharge yourGracefrom 
being Regent in the parts o (France, till terme of 1 8 .months be 
full expirde. 

Thankes vnckle FMncheJter,GloJtir,Torke,%n<\ Buckingham, So* 
merfet, Salisbury , and Warwick?. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done, 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 

Comelec vs in, and with allfpeedcprouide 
To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit King,Qmtne, andSuffvlbf, (Sr Duke Humphrey 

Jlayes all the refi. 

Hum. Braue Peeres ofEngland, pillers of the State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold his greefe. 

What didmy brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And wafte his fubie&s for to conquer Franco l 
And did my brother Bedford fpend his time, 

To keepe in awe that ftout vnruly Rcalme? 

And hauc not I and mine vnckle Beivfordheete, 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is all our labours then fpent quite in vaine f 
For Suffblke he, the new made Duke that rules the roaft, 

Hath giuen away.for our King Henries Queene, 

The Dutchefle of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 
Ah.Lords,fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Eeuerfing monuments of conquered France , 

Vndoing all, as none had nerc bcene done. 

Card, Why how now cofinGlofter, what needs this? 

As if our King were bound vnto your will. 

And might noe do his will withoutyour leaue, 

Pr«ud PfoseiStor, enuy in thine cycssl fee,. 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

The big fwolnc venotnc of thy hatefull heart. 

That dares prefume gainft that thy Sotieraignc likes. 

Hum. Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you. 
But my prelence, proud Prelate as thou art : 

Butilc be gone, and giuetheeleaue tofpeake. 

Farewell my Lords, and fay w hen I am gone, 

I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

Exit Duke Humfrey, 

Card. There goes our Prote&or in a rage. 

My Lords you know he is my great enemy. 

And though he be Proteftor of the Land, 

And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts. 

For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight. 

Crying Iefus blefle your royall excellence,; 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey, 

And many things befides that are not knowne. 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duke Humfrey. 

But I will after him,and ifl can. 

He lay a plot to hcaue him from his feate. 

Exit Cardinall. 

Buck j But let vs watch this haughty Cardinall, 

Cofin ofSomerfet beruldc by me, 

Weele watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Somer. Thankcs cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me, 
And both ofvs with the duke of SufFolkc, 

Weele quickly heaUeduke Humfrey from his feate. 

Buck * Content, come then let vs about it ftraight, 

For either thou or 1 will be Prote&or. 

Exit Buckingham and Somerfet, 
Sal. Pride went before, ambition foil owes after. 

Whilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments thus. 

My Lords let vis feeke for our Conneries good: 

Oft haue I feene this haughty Cardinall 
Sweare,and forfwcare himfelfc, and braue it out. 

More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. 

Cofine 





\ Torke and Lancafhr. 

Cofin Torke, the vi&orics thou haft wonne, 

In Ireland, Normandy , and \n France, 

Hath wonne thee immortail praife in England. 

And thou braue Warwick;, my thrice valiant fotme, 

Thy fimple plainnefle and thy houfe-keeping, 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuerence of mine age,and Neuels name. 

Is of no little force ifl command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate pofiefle. 

But wherefore weepes Warwick; my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that Warwick; won, 

Sonnes. Anioy and Maine , both giuen away at once. 

Why Warwick^ did win them, & muft that then which we wonne 
with our fwords,be giuen away with words. 

Yorke . As I haue read, our Kings of England were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiucs, but our king //mjgiucs a- 
way his owne. 

Saif, Come fonnes away and looke vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the CMaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which Warwicke by maine forcedid win from France^ 

Maine chance father you meant, but Imeant Maine, 

Whidvl ytili win from France,or elfe bee flaine. 

Exit Salisbury and IParwicke, 
Yorke. Anioy and Maine , both giuen vnt© the French, 

Cold newes for me, for I had hope of France , 

Euen as 1 haue of fertile England. 

A day will Come when York; ftiall claimehis owne. 

And therefore I will take the Neuels parts. 

And make a fhew of lout to proud duke Humfrey % 

And when 1 fpy aduantage, claime theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke 1 feeke to frit : 

Nor fhall proud Laneafter vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scep ter in his childifti fift. 

Nor weare the diadem vpon his head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fits not fora Crowne 5 
Therj York; be ftill a while tilltirae doc ferue. 
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The contention of the mo [mow Houfes, 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 

To pry into the fecrets of the (late. 

Till Henry furfetting in ioyes of louc. 

With hi* new Bride, and Englands deere bought Qiteenc, 

And Humfrey with the Peeres be falne at iarres, ^ 

Then will I raife aloft the milke-white Rofe, 

With whofe fweec fmcll the ayre (haU.be perfumde. 

And in my Standard bearethc Armesof Yorkg, 

To grapple with thehoufc of L tine after : 

And force perforce,*ile make him ycelde the Crowne, 

Whofe bookifh rule hatlrPuld faire England downe, 

Exit Yorke. 

Enter ‘Duke Humfrey, and DameEllanor, 

Cobham bis wife , 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripened Corne 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What l'ecft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crowne ? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bee too fhorc, 

Mine (hall lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince * 

V ncklc to the King? and hi s Protestor ? 

Then what fhouldli thou lacke that might content thy minde ? 

Hum. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinke of treafons gainfi my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreamc to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor. Wha.t dyeamt my Lord. ? Good HumfreyxtM it me. 

And ilc interpret it : and when thats done, i • 

He tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

Hunt . This night when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my (Vaffe, mine Office badge in Court, i> 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle: ;ov. 

But as I thinke by the Cardinall. What it bod.es 
God know r es ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads of Edmund Duke of Somerfet , 

And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk** 

Elnor. Tuft 



Yorke and Lane after. 

Elnor. Tufhmy Lord, this fignifics nought but this, 

That he that bfeakes a fticke of Glofters grouc. 

Shall for the offence make forfet of his head. 

But now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 

Methought 1 was in the Cathedrall Church * 

At Weftminffer,and feated in the chaire 

Where Kings and Quecnes are crown’d, and at my feetc 

Henry and Margaret with a Crowne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet it on my Princely head. 

Hum. Fie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art, 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Prote&ors wife i belou’d of him i 
And vvilt thou (fill be hammering treafon thus ? 

A way I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

SI nor. How now my Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The next I haue 
Ile keepe it to my £eife,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay NellfAe giue no credit to a dreame,- 
But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. 

Enter a Lfldejfenger. 

Meff. And it pleafe your Gtace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawkiugt5 1 SvAlhcines, & craues your 

company along with them. ! 

Hum. With all my heart ; I will attend his Grace. 

Come Nell, thou wilt go with vs I am furc.. 

Exit Humfry. 

Slnor. Ile come after you, for I canfiot go before : '1 • " r 

As long as Glofter beares this bafe and humble minde : 

Were I a man, and Protestor as he is, 1 ' . 

I’de reach to’ch Crowne, or make fome hop hcadlefle. 

And being but a woman, ile not bchinde ' , 

For playing of my part, in fpitc of allthat feek-to croffe raOthuss 
Who is within there? : ' ^- . v . 



Enter fir I oho Hum. 

What; Sir Iohn Hum, what newes with you ? 



> VvtVi , ? 

Sir lobs. 
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The contention of the true famom Hcstfes y 
Sir John. Ictus prefcrue your M aiefty. . , 

Elnor. My Maicfty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir John. I, but by the grace of God, and Bums aduice, 

Vour Graces (late fhall be aduanc’d ere fond. 

Elnor, W-hat, haft thou confcrr’d with Margery Jourdatn, the 
cunning witch of Rye, with Roger BwUenbrooke and the red? and 
will they vndertakc to do me good i 

Sir John. I haue Madam, and they hauc promifed me to raile 
a fpirit from depth of vndcr ground, that fhall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir John, 

Some two dayes hence I gefle will fit our time. 

Then fee that they be hecre : 

For now the King is riding to Saint / ilbones , 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard heerc. 

There call their Spelles in filcnce of the night. 

And fo refolue vs of the thing .we wifh ; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

Exit EImiot o 

Sir John. Now fir John Hum, No words but mum, 

Seale vpyour lips, fory^muit lilent be : 

Thefh« :fvsCtC lon g wul make me mighty nth. 

The Dutchelfc llie thinkes now that all is well, 

But I haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft the King and Pecres $ 

And that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke. 

For he it is, but I mull not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft workc the Dutchefle fejl. 

Who now by Coniurarions thinkes to rife. 

But wliift fir Iohnt.no moreof that I tro. 

For feare you lofeyourhead before you go. 






Exit 



Enter two Petitioners ,4udfe ter the Armourers man. 
i,. Petit. Come fir* let* linger here about* awhile, 



forks and Lancatter. 

Vutill my Lord Prot«^ or comc th . is way, 

That we may fhew his Grace our ieuerjdl caufet. 

% 0 Pct it, I pray God faue the Good Duke Humfrict fofe* 

For but for him a many were undone. 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court, 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke with the Queene, and they take 
him for Duke Humfrey , andgiues 

him their writings. 






Vntill 



1. Petit, Oh vie arevndone, this is the Duke of Suffol^ ♦ 
>w.Now good-fellows.whom would you fpeak With 
t.Petit.lht pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord Protects 

Qh, Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let v s lee them firft, 

Loolce on them my Lord of Suffolke. 

Suffolk. s. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done? 

2 . Petit . Marry my Lord, he hath Hole away my wife, 

find thare gone together ,and I know not where to nnde them* 
Stiff. Hath he dole thy wife* that’s fome iniury indeede. 

But what fay yc , .. « 

Peter Thumpe. Mnty fir I come to tell you, that my Mayliet 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire to the Crown,and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper i * 

Peter. No forfooth,! (aide my maiWler faide fo, th other day 
when wee were fcowring .the Duke of Yorkcs armour in out 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomethinglikc. 

Who’s within there ? 

Enter cm or two, 

Sirra, take in this fellow, and kcepe him dofe, 

B % And 
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The contention ef the two famous Houfes t 
And fend out a Purfeuant for his matter ftraight, 

Weele heere more of this thing before the King, 

; J. Exit with the, Armorers man. 

Now Sir, what’s yours i Let me fee it, 

What’s heere i 

A complaint againft the Duke of Suffolke, for cnclofing the 
commons oflong Melford. 

How now fir knaue. 

i. Petit. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMef. 
fengerfor the whole towne-fliip. 

He teares the Papers. . 

Suffolke. So now fhew your petitions to Duke Humfrey . , 
Villainesget you gone, and come not neere the Court, 

Dare thefe pefants write againft me thus ? 

Exit Petitioners « 

flueene. My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this. 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That fcckes to him more then toKing Henry : 

Whofeeyes are alwaie* poring on his booke. 

And nere regards the honor of his name, 

But ftill mutt be protected like a childe. 

And gouerned by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will mooue his cap to fpeake to vs. 

And his proud wife, high-minded Slanor , 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of Ladies, 

As ftrangers in the Court take her for ^ueene : 

She bcares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe« 

The other day fhe vanted to her maides. 

That the very traine of her worft gownc. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landcs. 

Can any gr^efe ofminde belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolft away our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Suff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of your comming into England, 

So 



Torke and Lancaster. 

So will I in England worke your full content : 

And as for proud Duke Humfrey and his wife, 

I haue let lime- twigs that will entangle them, 

As that your Grace ere long fhall vnderftand. 

But ttay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Torke and the Duke of Sommer - 
■fet on both fides of the King, whiff ering with him : Then entereth 
Duke Humphrey, DameElanor, the Duke of 'Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salts bury } the Earle of IParwicke, and the (fardinall of 
JVinchefier. 

King. My Lords I care not who be Regent in France, or 
or Somerfet , all’s one to me. 

Torke. My Lord, if Torke haue ill demean’d himfelfe, 

Ler Somerfet enioy his place, and go to Fraunce. 

Som.Thcn whom your grace thinkes worthy, let hiin goe, . 
And there be made the Regent oucr the French. 

ITarwicke. Whomfoeuer you account worthy, 

Torke is the worthieft. 

Card. Peace Warwicke, giue thy betters leaue to fpeake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fielde. 

Buck. All in this place are thy betters farre. 

W'ar. And tP'arwicke may hue to be beft of all.* 

Queens, My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfet , 
Were Regent ouer France. 

Hum. Madame, our Kingis olde enough himfelfe, • 

To giue his anfwer without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace . 

To be Prote&or ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I ambutProte&ororethe Land, 

And when it pleafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge, 

Suffolk e. Refigne it then, for fince thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee,all wholly go to wrackc. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpent. 

And as for the Regentlhip ofFrance, 

Bj li 



The (intention of the two famous 7Toufas i 

I fay Somerfct is more worthy then Torke. 

Tor he, lie tell thee Suffolk why I am not worthy, 

Becaufe I cannot Bauer as thou canft. 

War, And yet the worthy deeds that Torke hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 

Suf. Peace hcad-ftrong warmckf. 

War. Image of pride, wherefore fhould I peace ? 

Suf. Becaufc heere is a man accufde ofTreafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Torke do clearc himfelfc. 

Ho, bring -hither the Armourer and his man. 

Gnter the Armourer and his man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufed his mailer 
ofhigh T reafon, and his wordcs were thefe : That the Duke of 
Torke was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper. > 

Torke . I befccch your Grace let him haue what punnifhtnent 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t lhall pleafe your worlhip, 1 neuer fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnelfe, I am falfely accufed by this villcn 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. Ibcfeech your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer, Alas matter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did corredl him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mec .• I haue good witnelfe of this, and therefore I bcfeech 
your worfhip do not caft away an honett man for a villaines ac- 
cufation. 

King. VncleGlofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum. The law my Lord is this by cafe, it reft* fulpitious. 
That a day of combate be appointed. 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With E hen ftaucs and Sandbags, combatting 
In Smithficld,before your royail Maiefty. Exit Humfrej. 

tArmour. And I accept the combate willingly. 

Peter 
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Torke and Lancaster* 
peter. Alalfe my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf. You mutt cither fight firra,or clfebe hang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. Exit with thettu. 

The flueene lets fall her gl oue, and hits the Dutchejfe of 
Clofier j a boxc on the eare, 

Qtteene.G iue me my gloue. Why Minion can yon not fee ? 

Sheeflrtkesher. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

1 did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman i 
Could I come ncere your dainty vifage with my nayles, 

1’de fet my ten commandments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againft her will, 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King fliee’ll dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as fure as 1 do hue. 

She lit all not ftrikeDame Elnor vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor. 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
,V?Ouid not.for a thoufand pounds of Gold, 

*My Noble Vnckle had beene heere in place. . 

Enter Duke Humfrej * 

But fee where he comes :T amglad he met her noti' 

Vnkle Glofter, what anfwcr makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realmc of France, 

Whom thinkes your Graceis meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that thefe words the Armourer fhould fpeake, 

Doth breede fufpition on the part ofYorkc, 

Let Somerfct be Regent ore the French, 

Till trials made, and Y orke may clease himfelfe. 

King. Then be it fo, my Lord of Somerfct, 

We make yourGrace Regent ouer the French, 

And to defend our right ’gainft terrains foes. 

And 
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The contention of the two fmouc Houfes, 

And To do good vnto theRealme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Somer. I humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And. take my leauc to pofte with fpeed to France. 

Exit Somerfet, 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter, now let’s haue our horfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prefently. 

Madam your Hawke they fay is fwiftofflight. 

And we will try how fhe will flye to day. Exit omnes. 

Enter Elanor } with Sir lohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer, 
and Margery Jourdaine a Witch. 

Elnor. Heere fir lohn, take this fcrole of paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you fhall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this Tower heere, 

Aiviheare the fpirir what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write the anfwers downe . 

She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir lohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about, 

And charme the fiendes for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing (he askcs. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftratc on my face, 

Do talke and whifper with theDiuels below, : 

And coniure them for to obey my will. ■“ 

Shee lyes downe vpon her face. 

Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen. Darke night, dread night, the filencc of the sight. 
Wherein the Furies maske in hellifh troupes, 

Send vp I charge you from Sofem Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to come to mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye , 
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forhe end Unufter. 

Jfealou, ^Jf e ^*£ rs Lightens, and then the tyirite 

rifeth vp. 

rt i it Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doe ? 
til.'.. Htft oftta King, wh« (lull b«o~ofl>im ? 
tiirit. The Duke yet hues, that Henry (hall depole, 

» * kim nut-hue, and dye a violent death. 

Bullen. What fate awaites the Duke of Sujfolkg. 
fhirit. By water (hall he die, and take his end. 

Bullen What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet t 
STlci W m (hunCaftles, fafer (hall hebevponthe fandy 
olaines then where Caftles mounted ftand: 

Now queftion me no more, for i muft hence agame. 

He fwkes downe againe. 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole, 

Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft thefindg’d and parched fmoakes. 

The rode o(Dytas by the Riuer Sti* : . 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe flames. 

Rife Iourdaine rife, and ftay thy charming Spels. 

Zounds,we are betraide. 

Enter the Duke ofTorke, and the Duke of 'Bucking- 
ham, and others. 

Terh. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fare. 
This time was well watcht. What Madame areyou there i 

This will be great credit for your husband, 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King (hall haue notice of this thing. 

Tuck; See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 
JV^.Giucit me my Lord, He fhew it to the King : 

Go firs, fee themfaft lockt in prifon. Exit with them. 

Tucking. My Lord, 1 pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Albones, to tell thisnewes. 

Torkf. Content. Away then,aboutU ftrsaghSi 
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The contention of the two 'famous Houfes t 

Buck} Farewell my Lora. 

Exit f Euckinghejh t 

York S' Whofc within there i 

Enter one. 



One. My Lord. 

Yorke. Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to night. 

One. I will my Lord, 



Exit Yorkt' 
txu, 



Entertbe King and Quyene with her Hawke on her fift, andSDulq 
Humfrey and Suffolke, and the Cardjnall, as if 
they came from Hawking, 

Sfueene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight?, 
But as I caft her off the winde did rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

Kmg. How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 
Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofler,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodaine fouc’d the Partridge downc. 

Stiff. No maruell ifitpleafe your Maicfty, 

^ly Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towre fo well^ 

They know their maftcr fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’s but a bafe tuinde, 

That fores no higher then a bird can fore. 

Card. I thought your Grace would be ttboue the clouds. 

Hum. I my Lord Cardinal!, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card.Thy heauen is on earth, thy words and thoughts beate 
on a Crowne, proud Prote&or, dangerous Peerc,to fnioothe it 
thus with King and Commonwealth. 

Hum. How now my Lord,why this is more then needs, church 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Suf. Why not,hauing fo good a quarrcll,and fo bad a caufe? 

Hum. As how, my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and tlike your Lordly Lordes Prote- 
stor (hip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knovvesthy knfolence. 

Qufm 



Qutenc. Andthy ambition Glofter, ■ . 

King, Ceafe gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for bleffcd arethe peace-makers on earth, 

Yard. Let me be bleffcd for thepeace I make, 

A g aul ft this proud Prote&or with my fword. 

°Hum. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee Piieft,Plantagenets could neuer brook 
Plantagenct as well as thou, and fonne to Iohn of 

Gaunt. 

hum. In baftardy. 

Card: Ifcorne thy words. . 

Hum: Make vppe no fa&ious numbers,but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaftend of the groue. 

Card: Here’s my hand, 1 will. 

King: Why how now Lotds ? 

Card , Faith Cofin Glofter, had not your man caft off fo foone, 
we had had morefportto day, Come with thy iword and Buck- 
ler. 

hum: Gods mother Prieft Ilefhaue your crowne. 

Card: Prote&or, proteft thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo dothy our chollcr Lords. 

Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle * 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Alboncs,and hath receiued his fight at the fhrine. - 
King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint j4lbones,and his Brethren, with Mu~ 
fcke, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife. 

For he tt is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou botne t' 

Poore man, hi Barwicke pleafe your Maiefty in the North. 

C a hium. 




Hum. At Barwickc, and come thusfarre for helpc. 

•Poore man. 1 fir, it was told me in my fleepe. 

That fweete Saint Albones (hould giuc me my fight againe 
Hum. What are lame too ? 

P.man. I indeede fir, God helpe me. 

Hum. How camft thou lame ? 

•P. man. With falling off a plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrcc*.* 

P. man. Neuer but once fir in all my life, 

My wife did long for plummcs. 

Hum. But tell me,wert thou borne blindc ? 

P.man. 1 truly fir. 

Woman. I indeed fir, he wasborne blindc. 

Hum. What art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou becne his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet* 

Pavan. Yes truly matter, as clear® as day. 

Hum. Sayft thoufo: what colour’s his cloake l 
P. man, Red maftc-r,as red as blood. 

Hum. And his cloake ? 

P.man. Why that's greene. 

Hum. And what colour’s his hofe? 

P. man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne ? 

P.man. Blacke fir,as black c as let. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour iet is on* 

Suf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra,what’s my name l 
P.man. Alas matter I know not*. 

Hum. What’s his name ? 

P.man.X know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Hum. Nor his name l 
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ejTone&ndLmcafiir. 

P.man. No indeede matter. 

Hum. Whats thine owne name ? 

P.man. Sander, and it pleafc you maitter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeftknauc inChriftcn- 
dom. If thou hadft bene borne blindc, thou mightft afwel haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the feuerall colours wee 
do weare. Sight may diftinguilh of colotirs,but lodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoffible. My Lords/ S. Albones heere 
hath done a miracle,& would you not think his cunnino to bee 
great, that could rettore this Cripple to his legs againe , 

P.man. Oh matter 1 would you could. 

Hum. My Matters ofS. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, 

And things call’d whippes? 

UWayor. Yes my Lord, ifitpleafe your Grace* 

Hum. Then fend for oneprcfently. 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra.if yo,u meane to faue your felfe from whipping, 

L eape me ouer this ftoole, and runne away. 

Enter a 'Beadle. 

P. man. Alas matter I am not able to ftand alone, 

You go about to torture me in •vaine. 

Hum. Well fir, we mutt haue you findc yourlegges, 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he Ieape ouer that fame ftoole. 

Beadle . 1 will my Lord, come on fitra, off with your Doublet 
quickly. 

Poore man. Alas matter what {hall I do, l am not able to ftand- 

adfier the Beadle hath bit him one ter^e, be leases ouer the ftoole, and 
runnes array, and they run after htm, crying a Myrack, a <JWy~ 

Hnm. A miracle^a miracle, let him betaken againe, and whipce 
through euciy Market Towne till he comes-at Barwicke where 
he was borne, 

d ° ne my Lerd " Sxit Mayor. 

Suf^iy Lord Prote&or hath done wonders co day 3 

Hec. 
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'Tbecontention of the two f motes Hottfes, 

He hath made the blindc to fee,and halt to goe. 

Humph. I, but you did greater wonders, whe you made whole 
Dukedomes flye in a day. 

WitneffeFrance. 

JO«^.Haue done I fay , and let me hcare no more of that. 

Enter the 2 ~>ukc of 'Buckingham. 

What newes brings Duke Humfrey of Bucktnghanui 
'Buck.lll newes for lomc my Lord, and this it is. 

That proud dame Elnor our Protestors Wife, 

Hath plotted T reafons gainft the King and Pceres, 

By witchcrafts, forceries, and conitirings, 

Who by fuch meanes did raife a fpirit vp. 

To tell her what hap fhould betide the State, 

But ere they had finifht their diucllifh drift. 

By Torke an d my felfe they were all furprirde, 

And heeres the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 
jK/tfjT.Firft of the King,what fhall become of him ? 

Reads . The Duke yet lines, that Henry fhall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue.and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke £ 

By water fhall he die and take his end. 

Suffolke. by water miift the Duke of Sttffolke die ? 

It mull be fo,or elfe the diuell doth lie. 

King. Let Somerfet fhun Caftlcs, 

For fafer fhall he be vpon the fandy plaines. 

Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 

CW.Heeres good ftuffe,how now my Lord Proteftor, 

This newes 1 thinke hath turnd your weapons point, 

1 am in doubt youle fcarfely keepeyourpromife. 

7 T«wp^.Forbeare ambitious Prelate to vrgemy gteefe. 

And pardon me my gracious Soueraigne, 

For heere I fweare vnto ''our Maiefty, 

That I am guiltleffe of nete hainous crimes 
Which my ambitiou wife hath falfly done. 

And for Ihc would betray her fcaeraigne Lord, 

I heere renounce her from my bed and boord. 

And 



of Torke and Ltmc otter. 

And leaue her open for the law to iudge, 

Ynlefle (he cleare her felfe of this foule deed. 

King.Co me my Lords,this night weele lodge in S .Allows, 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoft of thefe treafons forth. 

Come vnckle Gloftcr along with vs. 

My minde doth tell me thou art innocent. 

Exitomncs . 

Enter the Duke of Torke , and the Earles of Salisbury 

andtParwicke. 

Torke.My Lords,our fimplefupper ended thus, 

Let me rcueale vnto your honors heere. 

The right and title of the houfe of Yorke 
To Englands Crowne by lineall defenr. 

WmThen Y orke bcgin,and if thy claime be good. 

The Ncuilsarethy fubie&s to command. 

Tor^.Then thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had feuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of IP ales. 

Thefecond was William o{ Hatfield, 

Who dyed young. 

The. third was Lyonell , Duke of Clarence, 

The fourth was Iohn of Gaunt, 

The Duke of Lancafter. 

The fife was Edmund of Langley , 

Duke of Yorke. 

Thefixtwas IPilliam of mndfore. 

Who dyed young. 

The feauenth and laft' was-Sir Thomas of Wood/hcke , Duke of 

Torke. 

Now Edwardtht blacke Prince dyed befbrehis Father, lcauing 
behinde him two lonnes, Edwardboins at Angolefne, who died 
young,and Richard ikat was after crowned King, by the name of 
Bkbardthc fccondjwho dyed without an hey re, . 
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The contention of the two famous Houfer, 

Lyoncll Duke of Clarence dyed, and left him one only daugh- 
ter, named Phillip , who was married to Edmund Mortimer earle 
of March and Vlfter : and fo by her 1 claime the Crowne, as the 
true heire to LyonellDuke of Clarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time ofRiehards reigne,Henry of Bulling, 
brooke, fonne and heire to Iohn ofGaunt, the Duke of Lanca. 
fter fourth fonne to Ed ward the third, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofd the Merthfull King, and as both you know ,» in Pomfret 
Caftle harmeleffe Richard was fhamefuliy murthered.and foby 
Richards death came the houfe of Lancafter vnto jhe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke of Yorke did claime the Crowne, and 
but for OwcnGlendour had bene King. 

Yorke. T rue : but fo it fortuned then, by meancs of that moti. 
ftrous rebell Glendour, the noble Duke of Yorke was putte to 
death, and fo eucr fince the heires of Iohn ofGaunt haue poffcf- 
fed the Crojvne. But if the iflue of the elder fhould fucceed be- 
fore the iffue ofche younger, then am I lawfull heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

IVarmcke. What proceedings can be more plain, he claimes 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edward 
the third, and Henry from Iohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionels ifl'ue failes, his (hould not reigne. It fayles not 
yet, but flourifheth in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips offuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liue Richard England6 royallKing. 

Yorke. I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King, vn- 
til this fword be Iheathed eucn in the hart blood of the houfe of 
Lancafter. 

War. Then Yorke aduife thy fclfe,and take tby time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and fet thy ftandard vp. 

And in the fame aduance the milke-whitc Role, 

And then to guard it, will I rowfe the Beare, 

Enuirond with ten thoufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 

Mauget 



Yorke andLancAfter. 

Mauger the proudeft Lord of Henries blood, 

That dares deny the right and claime of Yorke f 
For why, my minde prefageth I fhall liue 
To fee the noble Duke of Yorke to be a King. 

Yorke .Thanks noble Wanwc%,and Yorke doth hope to fee, 
^Jhe Earle of ITamicke liue, to bee the greateft man in England, 
but the King. Come lets goe. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King Henry and the Queene,Duke Humfreyjhe Duke ofSuf- 
folke,and the Duke of 'Buckingham , the Cardimll, and'Dame 61- 
nor Cobhamjed veith the Officers ,and then enter to them the Duke 
of Yorke, and the Earles of Salisbury and VYarwicke. 

•Kttg.Stand forth Dame Elnor (fobham Dutches of Glofier , and 
heare the fentcnce pronounced againft thee for thefe treafons, 
that thou haft committed gainft V s,our State and Peeres. 

Firft for thy hainous crime, thou Ihalt two day es in London 
do pennance barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white fheete about 
thy body, and a waxe Taper burning in thy hand. That done, 
thou (halt bebanifhed for eucr into chelflc of Man, there to end 
thy wretched daies ; and this is our fentence irreuocable. Away 
with her. 

Elnor . Euen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

Exit fome with Elnor , 

Jtwig.Greeuc not noble Vnckle,but be thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had pourdc his vengeance on thy bead. 

For her offences thac thou heldft fo dcarc. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue me leaue a while, 

To leaue your Grace, and to depart away, 

For forrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to fwell, 

And therefore good my Lord,let me depart. 

King , With all my hart good vnckle,wh€ you pieafe 
Yet ere thou go c(\,Humfrey refigne thy ftaffe. 

For Henry will be no more prote&ed. 

The Lord lhall be my guide both for my land and me, 

D Humph, 
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The contention of the two famous Hotsfes t 
Hum. My ftaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde as’willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete I leaue it. 

As others would ambitioufly rcceiue it, 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, ftand vp and go in peace. 

No lefle belou’d of vs, then when 

Thou wert Prote&or ouer this my land. exit Closer , 

Qjteene. Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to ftand, 
Wheie fhould it be, but in King Henries hand# 

Torke. Pleafe it your Maicftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betwecne the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleafe. 

King. Then call them forth, that they may try their rights. 

Safer at one door e the Armourer and hie neighbours , drinking to him 
Jo much that he v drunken, and he enters with a drum before him, 
and his ftaffe with a fandbag faflened to it, and at the other doore 
his man with a drum and fandbag, and Vrentifet drinking to him, 

l Neighbor, Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a cup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighb or, you (hall do well enough, 

2 Neigh. And here neighbor,hcre’s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere, neighbor drinke 
and be merry, and feare not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith lie pledge you all, 
AndafiggeforPcter. 

i Pren. Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not affraid.* 
a Tren. Here Peter, here's a pinte of Claret wine for thee. 

3 Pren. And here’s a quart for me,and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy maftcr,fight for credit of theP.cntifes. 

Peter. I thanke you all, but lie drinke no more: 

Heere Robin, and if I dye, heere I giue thee my hammer. 

And Will thou {halt hauc my aperae: and heere T om. 



Torke and Lane after. 

Take all the money that I haue. 

O Lord blctfe me I pray God, for I am neucr able to dcalc with 
my matter, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. 

Salis. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blovycs. 

Sirra, what’s thy name? 

Pet. Peter forfooth. 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

Pet. Thumpe. 

Saif. Thumpe, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 

Arm. Here's to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my minde j for I am 
come hither as it were of my man* inftigation,to proue my fclfe 
an honeft man,and Peter a knaue : and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, asBeuisof South-hampton fell vpponAf- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, I told you hee* s in his fence already. 

Alar me s, Peter hits him on the head andfels him » 
t/frm. Hold Peter, 1 confeffe, T reafon,treafon. He dies . 

Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kneels downs 

Pren. Ho well done Peter. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that Traitor from our fight. 

For by his death we do perceiue his guilt. 

And God in iuftice hath reucal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Sxit omttes . 

Enter Duke Humfrey and his men , in mour- 
ningcloakes , 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum. Then is that wofull hourc hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fliould come by this way, 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abieeft people gazing on thy face. 

With enuious lookej laughing at thy fhame. 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot whecles. 







Km 



ill 






.' 0 '' 



The contention of the two famous Hottfes, 

When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftreetes. 

Enter Dame Elnor Cobham bare-foote, and, a white fleet e about her 
with a waxe Candle in her hand , and verfes written on her backe & 
find on, and accomfanied with the Sheri fes of London t and Str Ithn 
Standlj,and Ojfcers,wtth Hilt and Holbards. 

SeruingMy gracious Lord, fee wher n.y Lady comes, 

Pleale it your grace, vveele take her from the Sheriflfes? 

Humph. 1 charge you for your hues ftir not a foote, 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere. 

But let them do their office as they ftiould. 

Elnor . Come you my Lord to fee my open fliame ? 

Ah Glofter, now thou doft penance too. 

Sec how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads,and pointing at thee heere. 

Go get thee gone,and hide thee from their fights. 

And in thy pent vp ftudy rue my fhame, \ 

And ban chine enemies, Ah mine and thine. 

Hum. Ah Nell, [west Nell , forget this extreme griefe. 

And beare it patiently to cafe thy heart. 

Elnor. Ah Glofter ,teach me to forget my felfe, 

F r whilft I thinkel am thy wedded wife. 

The thought of this doth kill my wofuli heart. 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender feete, . 

And when I ftart,the cruell people laugh. 

And bids me be aduifed how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Malde vp in fhame,with papers on my backe. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and liue ? 

Sometime ile fay I am Duke Humphreys wife. 

And he aPrince,Protc<ftor of the land. 

But fo he rulde,and fuch a Prince he was. 

As he flood by,whilft I his fore-lorne Dutchefie 
Was led with fhame,and made a laughing ftocke. 

To euery idle rafeald follower. 

Humfrey . My louely Afr&what wouldft thou haueme do? 

Should 



Torke and Lane alien 

Should I attempt to refeue thee from hence, 

J ftiould incurre the danger of the law. 

And thy difgrace would not be (haddowed fo. 

Elnor. Be thou milde,and ftir not at my difgrace, 

Vntill the axe of death hang ore thy head. 

As Ihortly fure it will.For Suffolke he, 

The new made D"kc,that may do all in all 
With her that loues him fo,and hates vs all. 

And impious Torkeyxad Bewford that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymde bullies to betray thy wings. 

And flye thou how thou canft,they will entangle thee. 

Enter a Herald of Armes. 

Herald. 1 fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds- Bury ,the firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parliament,and our confent ncuer craude 

Thereinbefore. This is— . 

Well, we will be there. Exit Herald. 

Mafter Sheriffe, I pray proceede no further againft my 

Lady, then the courfe of law extends. 

Sher . Pleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end. 

And Imuft deliuer her to Sir lohn Stanly. 

To be conduced into the Ifle of Man. 

Humfrey, Mutt you fir lohn conduit my Lady ? 

Standly .1 my gracious Lord, for fo it is decreed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir Iohn,\Ce her nere the worfe, 

In that I intreatc you to vfc her well. 

The world may fmile againc,and J may liue 
To do you fauour.if you do it her. 

And fo fir John farewell, 

£/»«•. What gone my Lord,and bid not me farewel 

Humph. Wituefle roy bleeding heart, I cannot ftay to fpeafcc 

Exit. Humfrey and hu men. 

Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth Duke Humfrey now forfake me too ? 

Then let me hafte from out fairejEnglands bounds. 

Come Standly come, and let vs hafte away. 

D j 
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Stonily. Madam let’s go vnto Tome houfe heercby. 

Where you may ftiift your felfe before we go. 

Elnor Ah good fir lohn, my fhame cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with cafting off my fhecre? 

Bu t come let vs go, matter Sheriffe farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou fhouldft. 

Exit omm 

Enter to the Parliament. ; , 

Enter two Heralds before , then the Duke of Buckingham yt he Duke of 
Suffolke, and then the Duke of Yorke, and the Cardinallofftfnche- 
fier y and then the King and the Qjteene , and then the Earle of Sa- 
lts bury, and the Earle of tVarrvicke. 

King. I wonder our V nklc Glofter ftayes fo long. 

Queene . Can you not fee ? or will you not pcrcciue. 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfe himfelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is paft. 

That none fo humble a? Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one meete him cuen in the morne. 

When euery one will giuc the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopes,crying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouringhim as if he were their King ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And ifheliftto ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. - 
My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it pa(fe,and call’t a Womans fcare. 

My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Yorke, 

Difproue my allegations if you can. 

And by your fpccches, if you can reproue me, 

I will fubfcribe and fay, I wrong’d the Duke. 

Snf. Well hath your G race foreleene into that Duke, 

And if 1 had beene licenc’d firft to fpeake, 

I thinke I fbould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth runues the brooke, whereas the ftrcamc is dcepeft. 

XT* 




Yorke and Lancaften 
No, no, my Souerai gne, Glofter is a man 
Ynfounded yet, and full of deepe deceite. 

Enter the Duke of Somerfet. 

King. Welcome Lord Somcrfet, what ncwcs frouftrance ? 

Somer, Cold ncwcs my Lord, and this it i*. 

That all your holds and Townes within thofc Territories 
Is ouercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
but Gods will bee done. 

Yorke. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of F ranee, 

Euen as I haue of fertile Englan d. 

Enter ‘Duke Humfrey. 

Ham. Pardon my Liege, that I haue ftaide fo long. 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too foone, 
Vnleffethou proue more loyall then thou art. 

We do arreft thee on high T reafon heere.. 

Hum. Why Suffolkes Duke thou fhalt not fee me blufh. 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who arc my accufers ? 

Torke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Trace, 
And ftopt the foldiers of their pay. 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France. 

Hum. Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo? 
So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill,. 

That peny that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againtt me at the iudgement day. 

I neucr rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mincownc proper coft 
Haue 1 fentouer for the foldiers wants, 

Becaufe I would notracke the needle Commons, 

Car. In your Prote&orfhip you did deuife 
Strange torments for offend ers,by which m canes 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannie. 

Hum . Why tis well knowne,that whilft I was ProtCsJfot 
Pitty was alt the fault that was in me i: 

Amurcherer orfoule felonious Tbeefe, v 
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iitRi jj: That robs and murders fillypaffengers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of common law. 

Stiff. Tufh my Lord, thefe be things of no account. 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon hecre. 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinall, 

Vntill fuch time as thou canft cleare thy felfe. 

King . Good vnckle obey to his arreft, 

1 haueno doubt but thou fhalt cleare thy felfe. 

My conscience tels me thou art innocent. 

Hum . Ah gracious Henry , thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferies. 

And ftay their nioodes for good King Henries fake. 
But 1 am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more muft follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their Hues deftru&ion. 

Suffolkes hateful! tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bewfords fiery eyes fllewes his eniiidus minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts. 
And dogged Yorke that leuels at the Moone, 

Whofe ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

All you haue ioyn’d to betray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftreffc, 
Caufleflc haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

3 fh/ll not want falfe witneffes enough, 

That fo amongft you,you may haue my life. 

The Prouerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Stiff . Doth he not twit our foueraigne Lady here. 

As ifthatfhc with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn’d or hired i'ome to fwcare againft his life, 
Qu. But I can giue the lofer leaiie to fpcake. 

Hum. ¥a.r truer fpokc theta meant,I lofe indeed^ 
Befhrew the, winners 'hearts,they play me falfe. 

Z?«c^HeMe wreft the fence, and kcepe vs here al day 
My Lord of Wincheftcr.fee him fent away, 

CWrfWho’s within there i Take in Duke flumfrey. 



flfi'SC* 



Yorke and ZMcafter, 

And fee him garded fure within my houfe. 

7 /ww,Oh,thus King Henry cafts away his crouch. 
Before his legs can beare his body vp. 

And puts his watchfoil fhepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who (hall bite him firft, 
Farwell my foueraigne,long maift thou cnioy 
Thy fathers happy daies,free from annoy. 

Exit Humfrey with the Cardmats men . 
KingMy Lords, what to your wifdoms thal feem beft 
Do and vndo as if our felfe were heere. 

<2«.What,wil your highnefle leaue the Parlament t 
King. I MargaretffAy heart is kild with griefc, 
Wheere I may lit and figh inendlcfle mone. 

For who’s a T raitor,Glofter he is none. 

Sxtt Ktng, Salts bury and IParwicke. 

^j.Then fit wedowne againemy Lord Cardinall, 
Suffolke, Buckingham Yorke and Somerfet. 

Let vs coniulc of proud Duke Humfrie j fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety of our King and Common-wealth. 

Suf And fo thinke I Madam, for as you know. 

If our King Henry had fhooke hands with death, 

Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our King: 

And it may be by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to paffe the thing which now we doubt. 

The Foxe barkes not when he would ftealc the Lamb], 
But if we take him ere he do the deed. 

We fhould not queftioq if that he fhould liue. 

2V^,No,let him die.in that he is a Fox, 

Leaft that in liuing he offend vs more. 

Gw.Then let him die before the Commons know. 

For feare that they do rife in arme. for him. 

Tor^.Then do it fodainly my Lords. 

Stiff. Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge & mine. 
C<w.Agreed,for hee s already kept within my houfe. 

Enter a ( JMeffenger . 

<^.How nowfirrha,what new es ? 
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OW##.Madame,l bring you newcs from kcbmd. 

The wilde Oncle my Lords,is vp in armes. 

With troupes of IrifH Kernes, that vneontroldc 
Doth plant themfelues within the Englifh pale. 

And burnes and fpoifcs the Country as they go. 

0 ) u , What redrefi'e fhall we hauc for this,My Lords ? 
forks' T were good that my Lord of Somerfet ^ 
That fortunate Champion were fent ouer. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Irifhmen, 

He did fo much good when he was in France. 

Somer.Hzd Yorke bene there with all his farre fetchs 
Pollicies.he might haue loft as much as I. 

Yorke. I,for Y orke would haue loft his life, before 
That France fhould haue reuoked from Englands rule. 

Sower. I fo thou mightft,and yet haue gouern’d worfcthenl, 
T<»%.What,worfe then naught? then a fhame take all* 
Shame on thy felfe.thac wifheth fhamc, 
^#ec»,Somerfet forbeare,good Yorke be patient, 

And do thou take in hand to crofle the Teas, 

With troopes of armed men,to quell the pride 
Ofthofe ambitious Irifh that rebcll. 

Yorke. Well Madame, fnh your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue fome bandes of chofen loldiers. 

And Yorke fhall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

,g#««.Yorke thou flialc.My Lord of Buckingham, 
Le^The it your charge to mufter vp fuch foldiers 
As (hall fuffice him in thefe needfull warres, 

Zfwj^Madame I will,and leuie fuch a band 
As foone fhall ouercome thofe Irifh Rebels. 

But Yorke, where fhall thofe Soldiors flay for thee? 

Yorke. ht Briftow,I’le expeff them ten daies hence. 

Buck ■ Then thither fhall they come, and fo farwell. 

Exit Bucks 

Yorke. Adieu my Lord of Buckingham. 

Suffolke, remember what you haue to do. 

And you Lord Cardinall,concerning Duke Humfrey. 

T’were good that you did fee to it in time, 



Yorke and Lancafter. 

Come let vs go,that it may be perform’d. 

Sxit omnes t (Jf4anet Yorke. 
Yorke. Now Yorke bethinkc thy f elfe,and rouze thee vp, 
Take time whilfi: it is offered thee fofaire, 

Lead when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T’was men I lackt,andnow they giue them me, 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 

I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman. 

John Cad If of jifhford, 

Vnder the title of lohn Mortimer , 

(For he is like him euery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion, and by that meanes 
I fhall percciue how the common people 
Do affetft the claime and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he hauc fucceflc in his affaires. 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againe. 

To reape the hanieft whichthat coyftrill fowed. 

Now it he fhould be taken and condemn'd, 

Hee 1 nere confelfe that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ilc fend him word. 

To put in pratftifeandto gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone he fpay begin 
To rife in armes with troopeS bfcountry fwaines, 

To helpe him to perfbrme this enterprizc. 

And then Duke Humfrey , be well made away. 

None then can ftop the light to Englands Growne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 

Exit Yorke. 

Then the Curt nines being dr atone, Duke Humfrey is difeoueredin his 
bed, and two men lying on his brefi, and fmothertng him in his bed. 
j4nd then enter the Duke of Suffolketo them. 

Suff , How now firs, what haue you difpatcht him ? 

One l my Lordjhetf’s dead I warrant you. 

Tif "'T h £n ^ cc *^*e cloathes laid fmoothe about him ftill. 

That when the King comcs.he may percciue 
No otner,but that he dide of hiVpWne accord, 

H a 2, All 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
a. All things is handfome now my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw the Curtaines againe and get you gon. 

And you (hall haue yout fume reward anon. 

Enter the King and Queene. the Duke of Buckingham, andthe Duke 
of Somerfet ^and the Cardin all. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Glofter, 

Tell him this day we will that he do cleerc himfelfe. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. Exit Suffolk;. 

X. And good nvy Lords proceed no further gainft our vnekfe, 
Then by iuft proofe you can affirmc : 

For as the fucking childc or harmlcflc Larabe, 

So is he innocent of treafon to our State. 

Enter Suffolk e. 

How now Suffolke, where* s our V nckle i 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord ofGlofters dead. 

The King fals tn a found. 

Queene. Aye me, the King is dead .• hclpe, helpe, my Lords. 
Suf. Comfort my Lord, gracious ^comfort. 

King. What doth my I-otd of Suffolke bid me comfort . 
Came he euen now tofing a Rauens note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce. 

Can fatisfiemy greefes, or eafe my heart l 
Thou balefull mefTchger out ofroy fight. 

For euen in thine eye-bals murther fits : 

Yetdonotgoe. Come Bafiliske 

And il h Xl^‘^ l ry Lord ofSuffolke chusj 
As if that he had caufd Duke Humfrtet death ? 

The Duke and I too you know were enemies. 

And v’had beft fay that 1 did murther him. 

King . Ah woe is me for wretched G1 offers death. 
jg»7 Be woe for me more wretched then he was: 

What doff thou turne away and hide thy face? 

1 am noloathfome Leaper,looke on me. 

Was I fot thisnigh-wrackt vpon the fea*. ^ 



of Torke and Lancaster. 

And thrice by aukward winds driuen back fr* EnglSds bounds? 
What might it bode, but that well foretelling ° 

Winds faid, Secke not a fcorpions neft. & 

Enter the Ear les of Warwick; & Salisbury. 

War. My Lord, Fhe Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees 
Run vp and downe.caring not whom they fting ’ 

For good Duke Humfrtet death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

King. That heis dead good Warwickc,is too true. 

But how he dyed God knowes,not Henry. 

ITar. Enter his priuy chamber my L ord, and view the bodv 

G t^:SEr i ^ c r T, ne 2 

Warwick; dr awes the Curtaines .andjhewes t 2)ukgHum~ 
v freytnhukd. 

King, Ah Vnkfe Glofter,heaucn receiue thy foule 
Farewell poore Henries ioy now thou art gone. * 

War. Now by his foule that tooke our f|ape vpon him 

To free vs from his Fathers dreadful! curfe, * * 

l am refolud that violent hands were laid© 

Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

di eadfuI1 oath , fworne with a folemne tongue 
rr Lord ^^ for thefe words ? S 
? f M llcrfeenea tlmeI y parted GholL 
Of afhy femblance, pale and bloodlefle; 

But loe the blood is fetjed in his face. 

More better coloured then when he liu’d. 

His well proportion’d beard made rough and fterne 
His fingers fpred abroad as one that gralptfor life * 

R cann S ^7? f “ r P rifd > the leaft ofthefe are probable. 

It cannocchoofe but he was murthered. ^ 
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And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpeft twashfe that made the (laughter > 

Who finds the Partridge in theputtockesncd. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Ky te fore with vnbloody bcake? 

Euen fo fufpitious is this T ragedy. 

eta. Arc you the Kytc Bewford , where’s his talents ? 

Is Suffolk? the butcher, where’s his knife ? , /; !. 01 

Suffolk?. I wear no knife to' (laughter deeping men. 

Yet here’s a vengcfull fword rOfted with eafe, 

That ftiall be fcoiired in his rancorous heart, 

That danders me with murthers Crinifon badge, . , 

Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Hhmfries death. 

Exit Cardinal 

War. What. dares not W'drWcfctf falfe Suffolk? dai c him ? 

0^. He dares not calme his contumelious fpirit, 
Norceafeto be an arrogant controller, 

Though Suffolk? dare hirii'tW'emy hundred times. 

War. Madam be dill, with rcuerencc may 1 fay it,, ; 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence. 

Is dander to yOur royall Maiefiy . 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some Berne vntutor’d Churle, and Noble docke 
Was graft with Crab-tree dip.whofe'fruitc thou art. 

And neuer of the Neuel s noble race. 

War. But that the guilt Of murther bucklers thee. 

And I lliould rob the deathfrn.an of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten rhoufand fliames; 

And that my foueraignes prefence makes mee mute^ 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees, 

Make thee crane pardon for thy paffed l’peech, 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 

That thou thy felfc was borne inbadardy. 

And after all this fearefnll homage done. 



, ... °f Tor ke and Ldnc After, 

Giuethee thy hire,and fend thee do wne to hell 

Pernicious blood-fucker offleeping men ’ 

th ? b '^> 

War. A way euen now, or 1 [will drag thee hence. 



arwictz? puls him OHtu 

„jf Th ' ,rak ' r °“ s with the men „f Bm 

Set all vpon me mightie Soueramne. h 

c i- r \t , °f Balis burfa 

Tha’ by *, 

That they will erre from your highnefle perfon • 

TheJ fZ , by , hlm & g° od Duke Bumfi-ey dyed’ 

They fay by him they feare the mine of the E™ 

? Ut . ai] 1 'he honour Saisbury hath got, * 

Is, that he was the Lord hnibaflfador ' : . f 

n. Cmmna £ 

And W t £ anh ** b *°> ^JhforiLir kinde cam ' 

Mvlrelfe h n ^ bCn ^ c * tedft h u s by their meanes ^ ^ '. 

I IfSii^blke be foS^ a ^‘ heWC ' • 
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£?« .Oh i/f» 7 ,rcuerfe the doomc of gentle Suffolkes banifli* 

S’ Vngentle Queene to call him gentle Suffolk;, 

Speake not for him, for in England he (hall net reft. 

If I fay ,1 may relent, but if I fweare,it is irrcuocablc. 

Come good Wttrveicke, and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King aud Warwick;, Manet jjj [u.and Suffolk** 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two of y ou,the diuell make the third, 

Fie womanifh man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

Stiff K plague vpon them, wherefore (houldl curie them# 
Could curfe* kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue (hould ftumble in mine earned words. 

Mine eyes (hould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end,as one diftraught. 

And euery ioynt (hould feeme to curie and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breakc. 
Should I not curfe them.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe then gall, the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft (hade a groue of Cyprefle trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frighifull.like the ferpentshifle. 
Andboding fcritch owles make the confort lull. 

AU the foule terrors in darke feated hell. e 

Enough fweete Suffolk;, thou torments thy felte. 
Sttff. You bad me ban, and w ill you bid me ceafe r 



ZHJJ. X uu uau ” ~ / 

Now by this ground that I am banilnt rrom. 

Well could I curfe away a winters night. 

And (landing naked on aMountaine top. 

Where by ting cold would neuer let graffcgrow» 
And thinke it but a minute fpent in fport. 






YorkcMd Lancalier. 

QueeneNo more.Sweete Suffolk * hie thee hence to Fr*nce s 
Or Hue where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
lie haue an Irifh that (halt finde thee out. 

And long thou (halt not ftay.but ilehauc thee repeald. 

Or venter to be baniflied my felfe. 

Oh let this kifle be printed in thy hand , 

That when thou feed it, thou maid thinke on me. 

Away I fay, that I may feele my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou (landed heere. 

Suffolk *. Thus is poore Suffolk; ten times baniflied, 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Vawfe. 

Queene.Wo'N now, whither goes Vuvofe fo fad? 

Vamfi.To fignifie vnto his Maiedy, 

That Cardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes heraues and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtet Ghoft, 

And whifpers to his Pillow as to him, 

And fometimes he cals to fpeake vnto the King, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, 

That euen now hecald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good V'awfe and certifie the King. 

Exit Vatrfe. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men mud die. 

And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whilfl thou art heere ? 
SvtcctcSuffo/kehic thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou furemufl die. 

Sujf, And if I go I cannot liue : but heere to die. 

What wereitelfe,butlikeapleafant (lumber in thy lap? 

Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as mildc and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweenehis lips, 

VVhere from my fight I fliould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo-huo thy body, 

F and 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes r 

And then it liu’d in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to dye in ieaft. 

From thee to dye, were torment more then death, 

Oh,letme flay .befall what may befall, 

Queene. Oh mightft thou flay with fafety of thy life, 

Then fhoaldft thou flay, but heauens deny it, 

And therefore go lit hope ere long to be rcpcald.- 

Suf.l goe. « 

Queene. And take my heart with thee. 

Sbekijfeth him. 

Snjf. A iewell loekt into the wofulft caske, 

That euer yet containd a thing of worth, 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo lunder we. 

This way fall I to death. Exit Suffolk?. 

Jjlueene . This way for me. Exit Queene. 

Enter King and Salisbury . and then the Curtaines be dr atone , and the 
(fardmallis dfcoueredtn his bed , rauing and faring as if he were 

mad. 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me Hue but one whole yeare, 
I’le giue thee as much gold as will purchafe fuch another Ifland. 

King.Clnfee my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled. 

Lord Cardinal), remember Chrift muft faue thy foulc. 

Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would youhaue me to do then ? 

Can I make men Hue whether they will or no ? 

Sirra,go fetch me the poyfon which the Pothicary fent me. 
Oh, fee where Duke Humfries ghoft doth ftand,- 
A»d flares me in the face.Lookc,looke,coame downehishaire, 
So now bee’s gone agaiue : Oh,oh,oh. 

Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 
King.Lotd Cardinall.if thou dieft afliired of heauenly bliffe. 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne to vs. Car. diet » 

Oh fee he dyes,and makes no figneat all. 

Oh God forgiue his foule. 

Sal . So bad an end did neucr none behold, 

But as his death, fo was his life in all. 



Tor heated Lancaster* 

King.Voxbezxe to iudge,good Salsbury forbearc. 

For God will iudge vs all. 

Go take him hence, and fee his funerals perform’d. 

Exit onuses* 

Alarmes within, and the Chambers bee difeharged, like as it were a 
fightatfea. And then enter the (faptaine of the flnp , andtheMa- 
Jfer, and the Mafiers mate, and the Duly of Suffolk? difguifed,and 
others with\him,& Water whickmore. 

£?/>. Bring forward thefe prifoners that fcorn’d to yceld, 
Vnlade their goods with fpeed,and finckc their fhip. 

Here Mafter,this prifoner I giue to you. 

This othcr,the Mailers mate fhall naue. 

And Wa'erwhtckmore thou fhalt hauc this man. 

And let them pay their ranfome ere they paffe. 

Suffolk e. Heater] Hefiartetk . 

Water. How now,what doft feare me i 
Thou fhalt hauc better caufe anon. 

Suff.ltis thy name affrights me,not thy fclfe. 

I do remember well,a cunning wizzard told me. 

That by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded. 

Is Quaker , not Walter. 

Walter. G ualter or Watetwal’s one to me, 

I am the man muft bring thee 

Suff.l am aGentleman,lookc oh my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt,it fhall be paid. 

Walter. I loft mine eye in boording of the (hip. 

And therefore ere 1 Merchant-lrke fell blood for gold. 

Then call me headlong downe into the fea. 
t.Prifon.iSut what fhall our ranfomes be i 
"Mai, A hundred pounds a peete eyther pay that or dye. 
a. Vrifon . Then faue our Hues, it fhall bepaide. 

Water. Come firra thy life fhall be the ranlome Iwil hauc. 
Suf. Stay Yillaine,thy prifoner is a Prince, 

F a ’ The 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

The Duke of Suffolke ,#'/ lliam de la Pole. 

ffap.The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 

Suffil fir, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke, 

Ioue l'ometime went difguifde,and why not I ? 

Cap. I, but Ioue was ncuer flaine as thou fhalt be. 

S«/f.BafeIady groome,Ki«g Benr es blood. 

The honourable blood of Lancafter , 

Cannot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwaine, 

I amfent ambaflador for the Queene to France, 

I charge thee waffe me croffc the channetl fafe. 

Cop. lie waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence. 
And on our long boates fide,ehop off his head* 
for thine owuc. 



Suff. Thou dar’ft not 
fop. Yes Pole. 

Sujfoll^e. Pole. 

Cap. I TW^puddle, kenncll,finke and durt, 
lie flop that yawningmouth of thine, 

Thofe lips of thine that fo oft hauekifl the 
Queene, (hall fweepe the ground,and thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Humfrtes death. 



Shalt liue no longcrto infedf the earth. 

Suffolke. l\\\s villainc being but Captaineof a Finnis,. 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradas, 

The great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 

Cap. I but my deeds fhall ftay thy fury foone. 

Suffblfy.Hali not-thou waited at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted with* Queene Margaret ? 

Haft not thou kift thy hand, and held my ttirrop i 
and bare-head plodded by my footelooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when 1 lmilde on thee i 
This hand hath writ in thy defence. 

Then (hall I charmethee,holdthylauiflnongue. 

Cap. Away with him U^ater, I fay,and off with hi* head. 

i .Prifon.Goad my Lord.entreatehim mildly for yout life 
Sujf. Firft let this neckc ftoupe to the axes edge. 

Before this kneedo bow tbatiy, 





Torke ond LamaBer* 

Saueto the God ofheauen,and to my King ; 

Suffolkes imperiall tongue cannot plead 
To fuch a Iadie groome. 

Water. Come, come, why do we let him fpeake ? 

I long to haue his head for ranfome of mine eye. 

Suff. A Swordar and Bandet.co flaue 
Murthered fweete Tully. 

Brutus baftard hand ftabd IuliusCarfar, 

And Suffolke dyes by Pirates on the Teas. 

Exit Suffolke and Water . 

Cap. Off with his head, and fend it to the Queene, 

And ranfomlefle this prifoner ftiall go free, 

To fee it fafe dcliucred vntb her. 

Come lets go. Exit omnes . 

Enter two of the Rebels with long ftauet. 

George. Come away Nicke, and put a long ftaffe in thy pike, St 
prouide thy felfe, for I. can tell thee, they haue bene vp ; this two 
dayes. 

Nic^e. Then they had more neede to goto bed now, 

But firra George, what’s the matter > 

George, Why firra.IackCade the Dier of Aftiford hcere,, 
Hcmeanes to tirrne this land^nd fet a new nap ori’t. 

Nicke. I marry he had need fo, for tis growne thred-barej 
Tvvas neuer merry world with vs, fince thefe Gentlemen came- 

V P- . 

George. I warrant thee thou fhalt neuer fee a Lord weareo lea- 
ther ap ron now a-daics. 

Nicke. But firra, wh l o conies elfc befideTacke Cade ?• 

George. Why there’s Dicke the butcher, and Robin the Sadler, 
and Will that came a wooingto our Nan laft Sunday,and Harry 
and T om, and Gregory that fhould haue your Parnill,& a great 
fort more is come from Rochefter, and from Maid ftone & Can- • 
terbury,and all the townes hereabouts, and we muft be al Lords 
or Squires,affoone as Iacke Cade is King. 
lV?c^e. Harkc,Harke,Iheare the Drum, they be comming. 

Enter Iacke Cade,T>icke Butcher, Robin, WiU' t Totn^- ' 

Harry, andthe reft with long ftauet. 

F'3, 
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The contention of the two f motes Houfes , 

fade* Proclaimc filence, 

All. Silence. 

Cade. I Iohn Cade, To named for my valiancy, 

Dick?. Or rather for dealing of a cade of fprats. 

Cade. My father* was a Mortimer. 

Dicke. He was an honeft man, and a good bricke-layer. 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Nicke. She was a Pcdlcrs daughter indeed, & fold many laces, 
Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’d packe. 
She walheth buckcs vp and downe the countrey. 
fade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder s. 
hedge, becaufe his father had no other hioufc but the cage. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That’s true, 1 know he can endure any thing. 

For I haue feene him whipt two market dayes togither. 

Cadr. Heare neither fword nor fire. 

Will. He neede not fcare the fword, for his coate is of proofe. 
Dicke. But methinkes he Ihould fcare the fire, being fo often 
burnt in the handjfor dealing of llieepe. 

Cade. Therefore be brauc,for your Captain is braue,& vowes 
reformation : you fhall haue feuen halfepcny loaues for a penny, 
and the three hoopt pot (hall haue ten hoopes, and it fhalbefel- 
lony to drinkefmallbeere, iflbeKuig,asKingIwill be. 

All. God fane your Maiefty. 

Cads. I thanke you good people, you (hall all eate anddrinke 
of my fcore, and go all in my liuery ; and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the Tally ,and there fliali be no lawes but fuch 
as come from my mouth. 

Dicke . Wee fhall haue forelawes then, for he was thrud into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. I and (linking law too, for his breath ftinkes fo, that one 
cannot abide it. 

Enter Will with the Clarke ofChattam. 

Will. Oh Captaine,a prize. 

(ade. Who’s that Will} 

Will. The Clarke of Chattam, he can write and reade and caft 

account, 



Tor ke and LmcoUcr. 

account, I tooke him fetting of boyes copies, and he has a book 
in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade. Zounds lie’s a Coniurer, bring him hither.. 

Now fir, what’s your name f 

Clarke. Emanuell fir, and it (ball pleafe ye. 

Dicke. It will go hard with you I tell ye, 

For they vfe to write that ore the top of Letters. 

Cade. What do ye vfe to writ.e your name ? Or do you as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally ? 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praife G od I haue bene fo wel broght 
yp, that I can write mine owne name. 

Cade. Oh he has confeft, go hang him with his pen and inke- 
horne about his necke; Exit one with the Clarke* 

Enter Town 

Tom. Captaine, Newes,newes,fir Humfrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s bucaKnightis he. ? 

Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall him, lie make my felfe Knight. 
Kfteele downe Iohn Mortemer, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? 

Tow. I his brother; 

(fade. Then knccle downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him. 

Rife yp/ir Dicke Butcher. Nowfound vpthe drum, 

of. 

Enter Sir HHmfrey Stafford and his Tr other , with 
Dram and Soldiers. 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated flaues, Ipafle not a pin, 

Tis toyou good people thatl fpeake. 

Staf. Why Country-men,what meaneyou thus in troopes s 
Tofollowthis rebellious Traitor Cade? ' 

Why his Father was a brick-layer^ 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ? 

But I come of the Mortemers. 

Staff I, thwDukcof Yorke hath taughtyoivthat.- 
Cade 
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The contention of the tmfamus Houfet , 

Cade. The Duke o.f Yorke, nay I learnt it my felfc. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of Manch, 

Married the Duke of Clarence 4aughtcr. 

Staf Well, that’s true : But what then { 

Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. That's falfe. 

C*de. I, but I fay tis true. 

All. Why then tis true. , , 

Cade. And one of them was ftolne away by a begger-woman 
And that was my father, and I am his fonnc. 

Deny it and you can. 

Afa^f.Nay looke you, I know was true; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickcs are aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeftthou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for his 
fathers fake, in vvhofe time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 
French Crownes, I am content that he (hall be King as long as 
he liues t marry alwaies prouided,Ile beProte&or oucr him. 

Staf O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wee’ll haue the Lord Sayes head, and the 
Duke ofSomcrfcts, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of jin'w) 
and Moyne, and felling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer fince,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puiflfance held it vp. And belidcs, they can 
fpeake French, and therefore they are Traitors. 

Staf As how 1 prethcc ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that lpeakcs with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubieft ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vnto the Kings mer* 
cy ,and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds ? 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come to me and he will, and then He 

E ardon him, or otherwaies ilehauehis Crowne tell him, W k 
e long. ;/ >; 

Staf Go Herald, proclaithc in all the Kings To.wn«» 

That thofe that will torfake the Rebell Cadej 

•Shall 
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Yorke and Lane after. 

Stoll h»e M pardo,, from hi, M.^ ^ 

Cade. Come firs.S.George for vs and Kent. Exitomnes. 

Alarmes to the battell, where fir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
are both fiaine. Then enters lack.? Cade 
againe, and the reft . 

Cade. Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haft ifought to day moft vali- 
antly, and knockt them down as if thou hadft bin in thy flaugh- 
ter-houfe,and thus I will rewardthee : The Lent fliallbeeas 
long agaitic as it was, and thou (halt haue licenfe to kilfor four- 
fcoreand one a weeke.Drum ftrike vf,ifor now weel march to 
London, and to morrow I mean to fit in the Kings feat at Weft* 
minder. Exitomnes 

Enter the King reading of a Letter, and the Qupene with the . 

Duke ofSuffolkes head, and the Lord Say, 
with others. 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flaine, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me. 

He come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftay,Ilereade the Letter once againe; ... 

Lord Say, Iacke Cade hathfolemnly vow’d to haue thy head, 
i Say. I, but I hope your highneffe fhall haue Kis. 

King. How now Madam, ftill lamenting al^d mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Louc if I had bin dead,thou woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

Qu. No my louc, I (hould not mourne, but dye for thee. 

Enter a Meffenger . 

Mef Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rebell Cade, hath fwornc 
To crowne himfelfe King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flye my Lord, and poft toKillingworth. 

Kmg. Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An army vp, and meete with the Rebels.' 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth. * 

Come on Lord Say, go thou along with vs. 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee out. 

Say. My innocence my Lord fliall pleade for me, 

And therefore with your highneffe Ieaue,Ile ftay behind. 

King. Eue'n as thou wilt my Lord Say •• 

Come Madam, let vs go. p v •. 

& Hornes 

Enter theJj/rdShayles vpon the Tower 
wallet walking. 

L.Skayles.Hovt now, is Iacke Cade flaine ? 

I ,Qt- No my Lord, n«r likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing, all thofe that withfland them. 

The Lord Mayor craueth aide ofyour honor from the Tower 
Todefend the City fromthe Rebels, * 

Lord Skal Such aide as lean fpare, you fliall command 
But I am troubled hcere with them my felfe, 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower, 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffer 
Fight for your King, your Countrcy,and your liucs. 

And fo farewell,for I rauft hence againe. 

Exit emu 

ent er / acke Cade , and the reft, and fir ikes his /word vpon 

London fione. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command. 

That the firft y care of our reigne. 

The pifling Cundit run nothing but red wine; 

And no w henceforward, it Ihall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortemer.. 

Enter a foaldier. 

Soul. Iacke Cade, Iacke Cade, 

Cade. Zounds. knock# him downs. Theytybin 

Dicke. My, Lord, 

Thera 






•Torke and Lane after. 

Ther’s an Army gathered together into Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them. 

But firft go on and fet London-bridge a fire. 

And if you can, burnc downe the Tower too. 

Comelct’s away. Exitomnes 

Alarmesy and then LMathew Goffe is flaine, and all the reft 
with him. Then enter lacke % Cade a- 
gaine and his company . 

Cade.S o firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 

Others to the Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Tickf I haue a fute vnto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordfhip Dicke, and thou fhalt haue it 
For that word. 

Dicke. That we may go burnc all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe, 

And nothing vfed but the fcore and Tally. 

Cade. Dicke it (hall be fo, and henceforward all things fliall 
be in common. 

And in Cheapfide fliall mypalphrey go to grafte. 

Why ift not a miferable thing , that of the skin of an innocent 
Lambe parchment fliould be made,& then with a little blotting 

ouer with inke,a man fliould vndohimfclfe. 

Some faies tis the bees that fting, but I fay tis their waxe,fbr 
lam lure I neuer feal d to any thing but once, and I was neucr 
mine owne man fince. 

Nick- But when fliall we take vp thofe commodities 
Which you told vs of. 

Cade Marry he that will luftily ftand to it, fliall take vp thefe 
commodities following: Item,a gown, a kirtle, a petticoat, and 
a lmockc. Enter George , 

My, Lor d,aprize,a prize,heres the Lord Say, 

Which lold the Townes in France. 

T Come hither thou Say, thou George, thouBuckrum * 
JLord,What anfwer canft thou make vnto my mightineffc, for 

titn Cn i n f Vp r’r ^ ownes * n Prance to Mounfier bus mine cue, 
the Dolphin ofFrance ? 

e 2 And 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

And more then To, thou haft rooft traitoroufly ere&ed a Gram, 
mar fchoole, to infe& the youth of the Rcalme, and againft the 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mill- nay 
it will bee faide to thy face, that thou keep’ft meninthyhoufe 
that daily reads of bookes with red letters, & talks ofa Nowne 
and a Verbe^ and fuch abhominable words as no Chriftian eare 
is able to endure it. 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certainc Jluftices of 
the Peace, in euery (hire, to hang honeft men that fteal for their 
liuing, and becaufe they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caufe,they were mod worthy to liue. 
Thou ridefton afoot-cloth, doft thou not? 

Say. Yes, what ofthat? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horfe wcarea 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy fclfe, goes in his hofe & 
doublet. 

Say. You men ofKent.t 

xill. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but Hona terra. 

Cade. Bowtm terum, zounds what’s that? 

Dicke. He fpeakes French. 

Will. No t is Dutch* 

Nicke. No tis Outalian, I know it well enough^ 

Say. Kent (in the Commentaries Cacfar wrote) 

Term’d it the ciuilft place of all this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me but fpeake, 

1 fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou fhake thy head fo ? 

Say. Ic is the palfie, and notfearc that makes me. 

Cade. Nay, thou noddft thy head at vs, as who wouldftfay, 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away ; 

But ile make thee fure enough now I haue thee. 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheape-fide, »and choppe ofthis 
head, and then goto Mile-end grceneto fir lames Cromer his 
Con in Law, and cut offhis head too, andbringthcmtomevp' 
©on two poles prefemly. Away with him. , 

f Y * ■ Exit one artwwHbtbeUrd^ 

There 



of Torke and Lattcafler. 

There fhall not a Nobleman weare a head on his fihoulders. 

But he fhall pay me tribute for it. 

Nor there (hall not a maide be married, but be fliall fee to mee 
for her. 

May den-head or elfe, lie haue it my felfe : 

Marry I will that married men fhall hold of me in capite. 

And that their wiues fhall be as free as heart can think, or toong 
can tell. 

Enter Robin. 

Rob, O Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 

Cad. Runneto Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 
quench it. 

Enter Dtc\e and a Surge ant, 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let nie haue iuftice of 
this fellow heere. 

Cade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauifht my wife. 

Dick. Why my Lord he would haue refted me, 

And I went and entred my Adfion in his wiues paper houfe. 

Cade. Dicke follow thy fute, in her common place. 

Your horfon villame, you are a Sergeant, you’l 

Take any man by the throatc for twelue pence s 

And reft a man when he is at dinner 

And haue him to prifon ere themeatebe out on’s mouth. 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging- 
Hough him for running, and to conclude, 

Braue him with his ownemace. 

_ ’ ... , Exit with the Sarreant. 

Enter Vmmtk the Lord S ayes headed (ir lames 
Cromers , vpon two poles. 

fiSSE th "" bcfore ” d 11 them , 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford, the 
rf ,. .... _ Earle of Cumberland. 

What rneanL t ^ U r ntrey * mcn ’ and w2rlikc friends of Kent, 

VVirat meanes thefe mutinous rebellions, 
l«atyou4n«roopesdomufter thus yourfelues, 

^■3' • * Vndc? . 
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The contention of thetmfmoumoufes 

Vnder the condudl of this Traitor Cade ? ~ * 

To rife againft yourSoueraigne Lord and King 
Who mildly hath.his pardon fcnt to you, 5 * 

If you forfakcthis monftrous Rebell hce’re ? 

If honor be the marke whereat you ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers won. 

And win againe that thing which now is loft, 1 
And leaue to feekeyour Countries ouerthrow. 
j4U. A Cliffovd,a Clifford. 

r j nr»u i_ . They for fake Cade 

Lade. VV hy how now,wil you forfakeyour general. 
And ancient free dome which you haue pofleft? 

To bend your neckcs vnder their feruile yokes, 

Who if you ftir,will ftraight way hang you vp. 

Bur follow me, and you {hall pull them downe. 

And make them yecld their liuines to vour hands. 

■rill. A Cade, a Cade. 

They run to Cade againe. 

(If. Braue warlike friends, heare me but fpeake, 
Refufe not good whilft it is offered you t 
The King is merciful!, then yeclde to him. 

And I my felfc will go along with you 
T o Winfore Caftle, whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, God faue the King. 
Cade. How like a feather is this rafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? • 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe (hall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his ftaffe, 
and then flies away. 

"Sue. Go lorne and make after him, and proclaime. 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. Exit cm. 



of Yorke and Lane After. 

Enter King Henry , and the Jgueene, and Somerfit. ' 

King. Lord Sommcrfet, what newes heare you of theRebcll 
Cade t 

Som. This my gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done to 
death, and the City is almoft fackt. 

.K/tfjr.Gods will be done, for as he hath decrced,fo muft it be; 
And be as he pleafe,to ftop thepride of thofe rebellious men. 

On. Had thenoble Duke of Suftolke bene aliue. 

The Rebell Cade had bene fuppreft ere this, 

And all the reft that do take part with him. . 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham and Clifford, with the Re- 
bels. with halters about their neckes. 

Cliff. Long hue King.Henry, EnglandslawfullKing: 

Loe hcere my Lord,thefe Rebels are fubdude, 

And offer their Hues before your highneffe feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is (heir Captaine heere. 

Clif. No my gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
ons are font forch,that he that can but bring his head {hall haue 
a thoufand crownes. But may it pleafe your Maiefty to pardon 
thefe their faults, that by thefe traitors means were thus milled. 
King. Stand vp you Ample men, and giue Godpraife, 

For you did take in hand you know not what, 

And go in peace obedient to your King, 

And liue asfubie&s, and you fhall not want, 

Whilfl Henry liues, and weares the Englifl/Crowne. . 

Alt. God faue the King,God faue the King. 

King. Come let vs haft to London now with {pcede, 

That folemne proccflions may be fung. 

In laud and honor of the God of hcauen. 

And triumphs of this happyvi&orie. * Exit omw- 

Enter l acke (fade at one doore.andat the other, LM , Alexander 
Eyden and his men , and I acke Cade lies down pic- 
_ . % king of hear bes and eating them. 

Lord how pleafanc is this country life, 

7 his little land my father. left me heere, 

Withmy contented minde/erues me as well.,. 

As au she pteafures in the Court can yceld,, 
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The c ontention of, the two famous UouCes 

Nor would l change this pleaiurc for the Court * 

Cade. Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle Stand villain 
thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand CtS- 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, ile make thee eate yron 

Eftridge, and fwallow my (word like a great pin ^ kean 

R fdt: Br .“ E ?" ” d bc ’, r , d ,b " I by die belt blood of tl» 

Realnie. Look, on me well, I hauc eate no meat this Hue daits 
yet .f do 00, «uc thee and ,by fine nten as dead a, a dor, 5 
I pray God I may neuer eate grafle more. * 

Th& N T r fl 3 a11 nC nr bc ^ whi1 ^ tbe world (lands, 

That Alexander Eyden ail Efquire of Kent * 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifht man. 

Looke on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine 

And euery way as bigge : then hand to hand * 

Ile combat with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And (land you all afide. r 

Cade. Novi (word, if thou doft not hew this burly.bon’d churl 
into chines of beefe, I would thou mightft fall into fome Smiths 
hand, and bc turn d to hobnailcs. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight , and fade fals downe. 

Cade Oh Villaine,thou haft flaine the flower ofKentfordii* 
ualiy, but it is famine and not thee that has done it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wan. 
ted this hue dayes, and ile fight with you all. And fo a poxerot 
thee, for Iacke Cade tnuft dye, Hedjes; 

Eyden. Iacke Cade: And was this that monftrous rebel which 
I haue flaine ? 

Oh fword,ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age. 

For this great feruice thou haft done to me. •*. 

He drag him hence, and with my fword 
Cut offhis head, and bcare it to the King. £ xtU 

Enter 
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Yorke and Lane alter. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke with Drum andSoldiourt , 

Yorke. In armes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine. 

Ring belles aloud.bonhres perfume the ayre. 

To entertaine faire Englands royall King. 

Ah Santla Maiesia, who would not buy thee dearc i 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

But foft,who comes heere, Buckingham, what newes with him ? 
Buck. Yorke,ifthou mcane well,I grectc thee fo. 

Yorke. Humphrey of Buckingham.welcome I fweare : 
What,comes thou in loue,or as a Mflenger ? 

'Bttckjl come as aMeflcnger fro our dread Lord & foueraigne, 
Henry. To know the reafon of thcl'e armes in peace r 
Or that thou being a fubiedl as I am, 

Shouldft thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas theperfon of the King doth keepe ? 

Yorke. A fubieft as he is ! 

Oh how I hate thefe fpitcfullabiedl tearmes. 

But Yorke diflemble, till thou meete thy fonnes. 

Who now in Armes expe£ their fathers fight. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be, 

Humfrey Duke of Bucktngham^tAon me. 

That I anfwer d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

I came to remoue that monftrous rebell Cade, 

And heaue proud Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafely yeelded vp the Townes in France. 

Buck. Why that was preemption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherwife then fo, 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requeft. 

And Somerfet is fent vnto the Tower. 

Yor'te. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Buck. YorkSfhc is vpon mine honour. 

Yorke. Then before thy facc,l heere difmiffe my troopes ; 

Sirs, meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you (hall receiue your pay of me. 

“ ExitSoldiert. 

BuckjCome TVj^thou (halt go fpcake vnto the King; 

But fee, his grace is comming to meete with vs, 
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The contention of the two fomom Ho»fes ) 

Enter King Henry. 

King . How now Buckirghamjs Torke friends with vs. 
That thus thou bring!! him hand in hand with thcc i * 
Buck . He is my Lord, and hach difcharg’d his troopes. 
Which came with him, but as yout Grace did fay, 5 

To heaue the Duke of Somerfet from hence. 

And to fubdue the Rebels that were vp. 

iu'wg-.Tnen welcome coufin Torke , giuc me thy hand, 
And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs. 

Again!! thofe traiterous Irifli that rebeld. 

Enter LMafier Eyden with Iacke Cades head. 

Eyden , Long liue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe heere my Lord vpon my bended knees,. 

1 heere prefent the traiterous head of fade. 

That hand to hand in (ingle fight 1 flue. 

.fo#£.Fir!! thanks to hcauen.and next to thee my friend. 
That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus* 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did workc me and my land fuch cruell fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 

Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence,and thou for thy reward 
Shalt be immediately created Knight. 

Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ?' 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent. 

%**£• Then rile vp Alexander £7^v,Knight, 

And for thy maintenance, 1 freely giue 
A thoufand markes ayeareto main taine thee, 

Befide the firme reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofe that could performethis worthy a&e. 

And thou (halt waite vpon the perfon ofthe King, 

Eyden. I humbly thanke your grace,and I no longer Hue, 
Then I proue iuft and loyall to my King. 




Torke and Lancaster, 

Enter the Queene with the Duke of Somerfet. 

King . O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet comes, 

Bid him go hide himfelfc till Torke be gone. 

QueenHz (hall not hide himfelfe for feare of Torke, 

But beard and brauc him proudly to his face. 

Who’s that,proud Somerfet at liberty ? 

Bafe fearefull Henry that thus difhonor’ft me, 

By heauen,thou (halt not gouerne ouer me : 

I cannot brookc that T raitors prefence here. 

Nor will I fubied! be to fuch a King, 

That knowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refigne thy Crowne proud Lancafter to me. 

That thou vfurped haft fo long by force. 

For now is Torke refolu’d to claime his owne, 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne. 

Somer.Vvoud traitor,I areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yeeld thee falfe Torke, 

For heere I fweare thou (halt vnto the Tower, 

For thefe proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

King.l hou art deceiu’d,my fonnes (hall be my balk. 

And fend thee there in delpight of him. 

Hoe, where are you boyes i 

Queene.CiW Clifford hither prefently. 

Enter the Duke of Torkes fonnes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-Backe Richard at the one doore,with Drum and Soldiers: & 
at the other doore, enter Clifford and his fbnne , with Drumwse and 
So/diours,and Clifford knee/es to Henry .and Jpeakes. 
fUff. Long liue my noble Lord, and foueraigne King. 
forke.Wc thanke thee Clifford, 

N ay ,do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou didft miftake,we pardon thee,kneele againe. 

fliff.Why,! did no way miftake,this is my King, 

What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 

King, I,a bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 
To leuie armes againft his lawfull King. 

CA/.Why doth not your grace fend him to the Tower ? 

H % Quern, 
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The (mention of the tvt>o famous Houfes , 

Queene.He is arrefted,but will not obey, 

His fonnes he faith, fhall be his baile, 

Torke. How fay you boyes,will you not ? 

Edward. Yes noble father, if our words will feruc. 

Richard. And ifour words will not, OUrfwords fhall. 

Torke. Call hither to the ftake.my tWo rough Beares. 

King. Call Buckingham bid him armc himfelfe. 
JV^.Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haft. 

Both thou and they (hall curfe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one doore } the Earles of Salisbury and ITarwicke, with Drum 
and Soldi ours, ^ind at the other doore 3 the Duke of Buckinghams 
with Drum and Soldiours. 

Cliff. kxt thefe thy Beares ? wee’l baitc them foone, 
Defpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

War. You had beft go dreame again?, 

To keepe you from thetempeft ofthe field. 

Clif. I am refolu’d to beare a greater ftornje. 

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy Burgortet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houfhould badge. 

IT, sr.Now by my fathers age,oldeNeiliIs crcft. 

The rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe. 

This day ile Weare aloft my burgonet. 

As on a Mouritaine top the Cedar fhowes, 

That kecpcs his leaues in fpight of any ftorme, 

Euen to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Clif. Arid from thy burgonet will I rend thebcafe. 

And tread him vnderfoote with all contempt, 

Defpight the bearc-ward that protect himfo. 

Tong Clif. And fo renowned Soucraigne to armes, 

T o quel! thefe Traitors and their complices. 

Fie, Charity for f’hame.fpeakeitnotih fpight, 
Foryou ihall fup with Iefus Chrift tonight. 

Tong Clif. Foyle Stigmaticke thou canft not tell. 
RfrhiN&Jtot Ifhot in heauen,youTfurely fup in hell. 

Sxitomnes. Alarms 



Torke and Lmatter. . ... 

Alarms to the battaile, and then enter the Duke of Somerfet and Rt- 
chard fightings andRtchard kilshimvnder the figne of the Caftle 
inS.Albones. 

Rich So, lA* thou there,and tumble in thy blood. 

What’s heere,the figne of the Caftle ? 

Then the Prophefie is come to pafle. 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now behold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S .Alb ones, . . 

Somerfet hath made the Wizzard famous by his death. Exit. 

AUrmes againe , and enter the Earle of Warwick alone. 

Warwick. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare, 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford l fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfc with calling thee to armes. 

"• •• : - / " 

Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering Curtelaxjthroghthe fainting troops > 
tofindetbeeout. 

Warwicke ftand ftill, and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Torke. 

’’i^r.How now my Lord, what a foote ? 

Who kild your horfe i 

Torke.The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord, 

Fiue horfe this day flaine vnder me. 

And yet braue Warwicke I reimine aliue. 

But I did kill his horfe he lou’d fo well. 

The bonieft gray that ere was bred in North. 
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The contention of the two fetmetu Heufes 
Enter Clifford,and Warwick? offers to fight with him. 
Hold Warwick ?, and fccke thee out fome other chafe 
My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

W, nr .Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne thou fights, 
Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day, 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

York?. Now Clifford, fince we are finglcd heere alone 
Be this the day of doome to one of vs, * 

For now my heart hath fwerne immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lancafier. 

Cliffrrd . And heere 1 ftand,and pitch my foote to thine 
Vowing neuer to ftir.till thou or I be flaine. 

For neuer (hall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatcfull houfe of York?. 

Alarmes, and they fight, and York? kils Clifford. 

Y, ork? .Now Lancafier fit fure.thy finewes flirinkc. 
Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of York?. 




Alarmes, then enter young Clifford alone. 

Yong Clifford. Father of Cumberland, 
Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight.fee where he breathleffe lies, 

All fmeard and weltred in his lake-warme blood. 
Ah, aged pillar ofallCumberlands true houfe, 
Sweete father, to thy murdred ghoft Ifweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of York? , 

Nor neuer fhall Ifleepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death,. 

* 1 * r oft! 



Exit York?, 



And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on hit hack?. 

And thus as old Anktfis fonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Greekes, 
Euen fo will I.But ftay,hcer*s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 



Enter 



Yorke and Lane aft er. 

Enter Richard, andthen Cltffordlayes downe hie father, fighteswith 
him, and. Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 

But I will after thee, and once againe 
(When I haue borne my father to his Tent) 
lie try my fortune better with thee yet, 

ExityongCliffordwith his Father. 

tsflarmes againe, and then enter three orfoure, bearing the Duk? 
of “Buckingham wounded to his Tent. 

Alarmes fitU, andthen enter the King and fihseene. 
ffueene. Away my Lord, and flye to London ftraight. 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, ftand not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then fairc Queene, to London let vs haft. 

And lummon vp a Parliament with fpeede. 

To flop the fury ofthefe dyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene. 

Alar met, andthen aflourifh, and enter the Duke of 
York?, Edtvard,and Richard. 

York?. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

I hope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old Saisbury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

I would not for the Ioffe of this right hand, 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng. 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes, 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe, 

• And thrice this hand did fet him vp agkine. 

And ftill he fought with courage gainfthis foes, 

Theboideft fpirued man that etc mine eyes beheld. 
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The cententm ef the tm foment Houfes , 

Enter Satis bury and Warwicks* 

Edward. See noble Father, where they both do come 
The onely props vnto the houfe of Torke . 

Sal. W ell haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 
And thou braue bud of Torkes cncreafinghoufc. 

The finall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee,for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu'd my life, 

Torke,VV hat fay you Lords,the King is fled to London# 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

What faies Lord Warwicke, fhall we after them ? 

War, After them, nay before them if we can : 

Now by my faith Lords,t was a glorious day. 

Saint tsflbones battaile wonne by famous Torke, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come, 

Sound Drums and T rumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch daves as chefe,to vs befdl. 



Finals. 



Exit mm. 



The Second Part. 

Containing the T ragedie of 

Richard Duke of Y orfce, and the 

good King Henrie the 

Sixt. 

f Enter Richard "Duke ofY orks, the Earle of Warwicke , the Duke of 
Norfolk e, Afarqueffe Mountague, Edward Earle of At arch, then 
Crookf hacks Richard, and the young Earle of Rutland, with drum 
andfouldiers , with white Rofes in their hats . 



Warwicks- 

jr Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands. 
Torke. Whilftwepurfu’dthe horfemen of the 
North, 

He flily ftoleaway and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofc warlike cares could neucr brooke re- 
treat. 



Charg’d our mainc battels front, and there with him t 
Lord Stafford and Lord Cliffords abreft 
Brake in, and were by th’hands of common fouldiers flaine, 
Edward. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
s cither flaine or wounded dangeroufly, 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

I cleft his Beucc with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

( Jiiont . And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltfhires blood* 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailcs ioyn’d. 

‘Rich. Speak e thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Torke. What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfet ? 

Norf. Such hope haue all the line of Iobn of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fhape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I vi&orious Prince of York c. 

Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, 

Which now the houfc of Lancafter vfurpes, 

I vow by heauen, thefc eyes (hall neuer clofe. 

This is the Palace of that fearefull King, 

And that the regall chaire : PofTcfTe it Yprke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

7or£,Aflift me then fweet Warwicks , and I will : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all aflift thee, and he that flyes fhall die. • 

York. Thankcs gentle Norfolke, Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiers flay you heere,and lodge this nighr.. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence,.. 
Vnlcfle he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s flay within this houfc. 

War, The bloody Parliament (hall this be call’d, 

Vnlefle Plantagenet Duke ofYorke be King, 

And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whofe cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Torke. Then leaue me not roy Lords : for now I meane 
To take poffeffion of my right. 

War. Neither the King, nor him that loues him beft. 

The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicke fhake his bcls. 

He plant Plantagenet : androote him out who dares £ 

Rcfolue thee Richard, claime the Englifh Crownc. 

Snter king Henry the flxt.with the D. ofExcefier, the Earle of Nor-, 
thumker land, the Sarle of Wefl trier land, andClifford the Earle ej 
Cumberland, with red Rofes in their hats. 



Torke and Lancafter. 

King. Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rebclllm, 

Euen in the chaire of State r belike he meanes 
(Back’d by the power of Ufarwicke that falfe Peere) 

To afpire vnto the Crowne,and reigne as King. 

Earle ofNorthumberland,heflew thy father. 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge, 

On him, his fonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 

North. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’d on me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteeie. 
Wefl. What i fhall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, I cannot fpeake. 

King. Be patient gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durft not fit there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heere in the Parliament, 

Let vs affaile the family ofYorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it fo.’ 

Ring. O know you not the Citty fauours them. 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke. 

Exet.But when the Duke is flaine,theyl quickly flye. 
King.Vzt be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a fhambles of the Parlament houfc : 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou fa&ious Duke of Yorke,defcend my Throne, 

I am thy foueraigne. 

Torke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. 

Exet, For fhame come downe, he made thee D uke ofYorke. 
Torke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet. Thy father was a T raitor to the Crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

In following this vfurping Henry. 

(flif. Whom fhould he follow but his natural! King. 
JTrfr.True Clifford,and thats Richard Duke ofYorke. 
King.hnd fhall I ftand while thou fitft in my Throne? 

Torke. Content thy felfe, it muft and fhall be fo. 

War. Be D uke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

I a Weft 
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? The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

Weft. Why ? he is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Earle of Weftmerland fhall maintaine. 

War. And Warwick? (hall difprooue it. You forget "* 
That we are thofe that chac’d you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Citty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwick?, I remember’t to my greefe s 
And by his foule, thou and thy houfe fhall rew it. 

Weft. Plant agenet of thee and of thy fonnes. 

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, lie haue more liues. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

Clif. Vrge it no more, leaft in rcuengc thereof, 

I fend thee Warwick? fuch a meflenger. 

As (ball reuenge his death before 1 ftirre. 

War. Poore Clifford, how I fcornc thy worthlcffe threats. 

Torke. Will ye we (hew our Title to the Crowne, 

Or elfe our fwords (hall pleade it in the field ? 

King. WhatTitlehaft thou Traitor to the Crowne?* 

Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke : 

Thy Grand-father Roger AfortimerEzi\c of March. 

I am the fonne of Henry the fift, who tam'd the French, 

And made the Dolphin ftoope, and feiz’d vpon 
Their Townes and Prouinccs. 

War. Talke not of France fince thouhaft loft it all. 

King. The Lord Proteftor loft it, and not I, 

When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 

‘Rjcb. Y’are old enough now, and yet methinkes you lofe * 
Father, teare the Crowne from the V furpers head. 

Edw. Do fo fweet father, fet it on your head. 

Mont. Goo A brother, as thou lou’ft and honour'd artnes, 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

j \ich. Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will flye. 

Torke. Peace fonnes. 

North. Peace thou, and giueKing Henry leaue to fpeake. 

King. Ah Plant agenet, why fcek’ft thou to depofemc ? 

Are we not both P/antagenets by birth ? 

And ftonatwo brothers lineally defeent ? 

Suppott 
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of Torke and Lane After. 

Suppofc by right and equity thou beKing ; 

Thinkft thou, that I will leaue my Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and my Grandfire fate ? 

No, firft fhall warre ynpeople this my Realme/ 

1 and our Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding Iheet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his. 

War. Proue it Henry , and thou {halt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqueft got the Crowne.. 
Torke. T was by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne. 

King. I know not what to fey, my Titles weake. 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heire ? 

War. What then ? 

King. Then am I lawful! King. »For Richard 
The fecond; in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 

Whofe heire my Father was,and I am his. 

Torke. I tell thee he rofe againft him being his Soueraigne, 
Andmadehimtorefigne the Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofc my Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that werepreiudiciall to the Crowne ? 

Exet. No, for he could not forefigne the Crowne, 

But that the nextheyre muft fucceede and reigne. 

Ktng.hu thou againft vs Duke of Exeter i 
Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King.hW will rcuolt from me,and turne to him. 

North. PI ant agenet, for all the claime thou laift, . 

Thinke not King Henry ftiall be thus depofde. 

War. Depofd he (hall be in defpightof thee. 

Afor.Tu(h Warwick ?, thou art dcceiu’d : 

Tis not thy Southerne powers ofE(Tex,Suffolke, Norfolk e. 
And Kent, that makes thee thus presumptuous and proud. 



Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me* . 

CUf. King Henry be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord flffirdvovtcs to fight in thy defer 



encc. 



May that ground gape and fwallow me aline, ; , 

1.5- 



ill 



1 



Hlijln 

II l 

jell A 

JJ I* fi 



Where 






■ 
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Where I do kneele to him that flew my Father. J * 

King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue myfoule. 
r «%. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What mutter you ? Or what conlpire you Lords ?" 

^ f 4r ;, D c ?, ri ,S h f v, V t0 thi$ PrinceI y Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the lioufe with armed men, 

Enter Soldiers . 

And ouer the Chaire of flate where now he fits 

Write vp his Title with thy vfurping blood. * 

King. O Warwick^, hcare me fpeake : 

Let me but reigne in quiet while I hue. 

Torke. Confirme the crowne to me, and tomineheires 
And thou {halt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. * 

King. Conuey the fouldicrs hence,and then I will. 

War. Captainc condua them into TttthillMds. 

Clif. What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon ? 

War. V Vhat good is this for England and himfelfc ? 

North. Bafe, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfe and vs ? 

)Pefi. I eannot flay to hcare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Qucene, Exit. 
North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And die in bands for this vnfcindly deede. £ X j t 

Clif. In dreadfull war roayft thou be ouercome. 

Or liue in peace abandond and delpifd, * Exit 

Exet. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not yeelde my 
Lord. 1 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

TPi <tr. Why fliould you figh my Lord ? 

King. Not for my felfe Lord IP* micke, but my fonne. 
Whom I vnnaturally {hall difinherit. 

But be it as it may.! heereintaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally. 

That heere thou take an oath. 

To ceafe thefe ciuill broyl«,and whilft I liue 
To honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

Yorks That oath I will ingly take, and will perform*. 

War. 



of Yorke and tone after. 

War. Long liue King Zfrwy.PJantagenet embrace him; 
Ktng. And long hue thou,and all thy forward fonnes. 
Tor^e.Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde, 
fwriAccurft be he thatfeekes to make them foes. 



Torfje. My Lord ,Ile take my ieaue. 

For He to Warfield, to my Caftle. 

. ... . , , £xit Yorke with bis fonnes. 

War, And lie keepc London with my fouldiors. Exit 

Norf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit 

tMont. and I to the fea-from whence I came. Exit, 

Enter the Qjteene and the Prince. 

£*«.My Lord heere comes the Queenc,Ile ftealc awavv 
Ktng. And fo will I. * 

Qneene . Nay ftay,or elfc lie follow thee. 

King. Re patient gentle Qucene, and then lie ftay. 

What patience can there be <> ah timerous man. 

Thou haft vndonc thy felfe, thy fonne.and me, 
and eitien oar » 



and giuen our rights vntothe houfe of Torke. 
art thou aKing,and wilt be for'eft to yecld i 
Had I bene thcre,tbe fouldiers fhould haue’toft. . 

Me on their launecs points,before I would haue 
Granted to their wils«The Dukeis made 
Prote&or of the Land .-Sterne Fawconbridge 
Commands the narrow Teas : and thinkft thou then 
To fleepe fecure ? I heere diuorce me Henry 
From thy bed,vntill that a&e of Parliament 
BerecaW wherein thou yeeldeft to the houfe of Yor\e. 

Lords that haue forfworne thy colours, 

Will follow mine,tf once they fee them fpread, 
and fpread they {hall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,lcts away,and leauc him heere alone. 
fervor 1 ' M*rg«r*ty and heare me fpeake; 
lb J r \ aft r f P ok * l ?° ra «ch already, therefore be ftilL 
f^wiltthou ftay with me ? 

<»J,tobe murdered by his enemies. Exit. 

“Prince o 
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Prm. When I retorne with vi&ory from tl>e field, 

11c fee your Grace, till then He follow her. Exit, 

King , Poore Quecne.her loue tome and tothe Prince herfoo 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 

Reuenged may fire be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere. 

For Clifford and thofeNortherne Lords be gone, 

Ifeare towards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke. 

Enter Edward, and T^chardyOnd Montague, 

Edw. Brother, and cofen Montague, giue me leaue to (peake, 
fo'c&.Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

"Mont. But I haue reafons ftrong and forceable. 

Enter the Duke of Torke . 

Torke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your felues t 
P}cb. No Father, but a fweete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs. The Crowne of England father. 

Torke. The Crowne boy, why Henries yet aliue. 

And I haue fwornc that he (hall reigne in quiet till his death. 
Ed. But I would break c an hundred oaths to reigne one yeare* 
Rich. And if it pleafe your Grace to giue me leaue, 
lie (hew your Grace the way to faue your oath. 

And difpoffeffe King Henry from the Crowne. 

Torke. I prethe Dicke let me hearc thy deuice. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord. 

An Oath is of no moment, 

Bein g not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate* 

Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace ftands bound to him byOath,’ 

Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. i 
Torke. I, faift thou fo boy ? why then it (hall befo. 

I am refold’d to win the Crowne, or dye. 

Edward , thou (halt to Edmund Brooks Lord Cobham, 

With whom theKentifhmen will willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague (halt to Norfolke ftraight. 




And 



Torke and LancaUer. 

And bid the Duke to mtifter vp his foldiours. 

And come to me to Wakefield prelently, 

And Richard , thou to London ftraight (halt pofte. 

And bid Richard Neuill Earle of W'arwtcke, 

To leaue the Citty,and with his men of warre. 

To meete me at S .Mbones ten dayes hence. 

My felfe heere in £<*»<£*// Caftle willprouide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

Now,what newes ? Enter a Meffenger . 

Mefi.My Lord.the Queene with thirty thoufand men. 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
Northumberland, and Weftmerland, 

With others of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Are marchingtowardsA^f/fc/f/, 

To befiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer . 

Torke. A Gods name let them come. 

Coufin Montague , pofte you hence. 

And boyes ftay you with me. 

Sir Iohn and fir Hugh 'JMortimer mine Vnckles, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy houre. 

The army of the Queene meanes to befiedge vs. 

Sir Iohn . She (hall not neede my Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. 

Torke. What, with fiue thoufand foludiors,Vnckle? 

Rich. I father, with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generall,what fhould you feare? 

Indeed, many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Normandy , when as the enemic 
Hath bin ten to one, and why (hould I now doubt 
Of the like fucceffe ? I am refolu’d.Come lets goe. 

Edw. Let’s march away,I hcare their drums. 

j4lartnes,and then enter the young Earle of 
Rut land and his Tutor. 

Tutor . Oh flye my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flye to Wakefield ftraight, 
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The contention of the two fdmotu Honfes , 

£»rcr Clifford, 

£#r.OTutor,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Clif. Chaplaine away, thy Priefthood faucs thy life,. 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father,he fliall dye. 

Tutor.O\\ Clitford,fparc this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it pyvfrhy head ; oh faue his life. 

CAjfiSoldioi's a way ,and drag him hence perforce 
Away with the viilajne. Sxit Chaplaine ; ‘ 

How now, what dead already i or is it fearc that 
Makes him clofc his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lamhe, 

And fohe walkcs infulting orcM&^icy, div .■< • r! , 
And fo he tunics againc to rend’ his limbcs in funder, 

Oh Clifford,kill me w ith thy f\vord,and 
Not with fuch a cvuellthrc3tninglooke, 

I am too meanc a fubiedt for thy wrath, 5 
Be thou reuendge op men, and let me H,ue. 

(flif . In vainc thou fpeakeft poore boy : myfathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paffage where thy words ftiould enter. 

Rut. Then let my fathers blood ope ft againe,he is a 
Man, and Clifford cope with him. : : 

Clif. Had I thy brethren hecrc,their liucs 3 nd thine 
Were not reuenge fufficient for me. 

Or fhould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfc of Tor he. 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. 

Therefore till I rooteout that curfcd line. 

And leaue not one on earth, lie liue in hell therefore. 

Rut „Oh let me pray,before I take my death. 

To thee I pray: Sweet Clifford pitty me. < 

£/<£I,fuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rut. I neucr did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
C/</.Thy father hath. 
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jR#r.But t’was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonne/or his fake pitty me. 

Lead in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 

Oh,let me liue in prifon all my daies, 
and when I giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 3- 

Chf. No caufe i Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet, 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade. 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 

Congeald with his ,do make me wipe off both. Exit. 

Alarmes, enter the Duke of Yorke film. 

Yorke. Ah 2V£c,poftc to thy Caftle,faue thy life. 

The goale is loft, thou houfeof Lancafter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine. 

That heauen abridgde my daics,and cals me hence, 

ButGod knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes : 

But this I know, they haue demeand themfelues. 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Richard to my fight, 
and cried courage,Father : vidfory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud of thofe whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,I heare the drums.No way to flie ? 

No vyay to faue my life i and heere I ftay : 

And heere my life muft end. 

Enter the Qjteene, Clifford ,, Northumberland, 
andSoldiours, 

Come bloudy (flifford, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchlcfl'e fury to more bloud .• 

This is the But, and this abides your fhot. 

Northum. Yccld to our mercies, proud Plant agem. 

Clif,l } to fuch mercy as his ruthfull armc 
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With downe right payment lent vnto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

Porks - My afhes like the Phoenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuengc it on you all, 

And in that hope Icaft mine eyes. to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can afflKft me with. 

Why flay you Lords & what, multitudes and feare i 
ClifSo Awards fight when they can flie no longer. 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents, 

So defperatc theeucs.all hopelefle of their liues. 

Breathe out inue&iues ’gainft the Officers. 

Torke.Oh Clifford, yet bethinke thee once againe. 

And in thy minde ore-runne my former time. 

And byte thy tongue that flanderft him with cowardife, 
Whofe very looke hath made thee quakeere this. 

flif.l will not bandy with thee word forword. 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene-M^d valiant Clifford, for athoufand caufcs 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpe»ke thou Northumberland. 

Afor.Hold Cltford^o not honour him fo much. 

To pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it when a curre doth grin. 

For one to thruft his handbetweene his teeth. 

When he might fpumehim with his footc away i 
Tis warres prize to take all aduantages, 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hitru, 

C/ifA, I, fo ftriues the Woodcoke with the gin. 

North So doth the Cunny ftruggle with the net, 

Torke. So triumphs theeucs vpon their conquer’d booty, 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-niatchr. 

jVortAWhat will your grace haue done with him ? 
Queene. Brauc warriours,f7if»r^ and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand vpon this mole-hill heere, 

That aimde at Mountaines with out-ftrctched arme. 
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Torke and Lancaster. 

And parted but tbe fhadow with his band. 

Was*it you that reueld in our Parliament , 

And made a prcchment of your high defeent l 
Where are your meffe of fonnes to backe you now ? 
The wanton Edward , and the Iufty George ? 

Or wher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy > 
Dickey your boy,tbat with his grumbling voice. 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongft the reft, where is your darling Rutland? 
Looke Torke , I dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point. 

Made iffuc from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 

Alas poore Torke : but that I hate thee much, 

I fhould lament thy miferable ftate. 

I prethee grieue to make me merry ,Yorke : 
Stampe,raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
What, hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes. 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death ? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee,to make me fport. 

Torke cannot fpeake.vnlcffc he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorkc,and Lords bow low to him. - 
So, hold you his hands,whilft I do fet it on. 

I,now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tooke King Henries chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how isit that great Plantagenet, 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath. 

As 1 bethinke me.you fhould not be King, 

Till our Henry had (hooke hands with death, 
and will you impale your head with Henrees glorV, . 
and rob his temples of tho Diadem 
Now in his life,againft your holy oath > 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the crowne,and with the crownehis head, 
and whilft webreathe,taketime to do him dead# . 
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Chf. That’s toy office for my fathers death. 

Queene. Yet ft ay, and lets hcaretheOrifonshe makes* 

Yorke. She wolfe of France,but worfc then wolues of France; 
Whofe tongue’s more poifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How illbefeeming is it in thy fexc, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis woes,whom Fortune captiuatcs ? 

But that thy face is vifard-like vnehanging, 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

I would affay, proud Queene to make thee bluffi, 

T o tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’dc, 

T’were ffiame enough to fliame thee, were thou not (liamelefli . 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples, , 

Of both the and lerufalem , 

Yet not fo wealthy as an engliffi yeoman. 

Hath thatpoore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

V nlefle the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mountedjrun their horfc to death. 

Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 

ButGod he wots, thy {hare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moftadmir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wdndrcd at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

As the isfntipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the South to the Scptcntrion. 

OhTygersheart wrapt in a womans hide; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childc. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women 3re milde,pittifull,and flexible, 

Thou induratc,fterne, rough, remorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo,thou haft thy wiffi* 

For raging windes blow vp a ftorme of tcares. 



Yorke and Lancalier. 

And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 

Thefe teares are my fweet Rut lands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman, 
Afor^.Beftirew me but his paftions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checkc mine eyes from teares. 

Yorke, That face of his,the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud j 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then T ygers of Arcadia. 

Sec ruthlefle Queene , a haplclle fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fweete boy. 

And loe,with teares I walh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and go boaft of that, 

And if thou tell the ftory. well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will fhed teares, 

I,euen my foes will ftied faft falling teares, 
an3Tay,alafle,it was apitteous deed. 

Here,take the crowne,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and in thy need, inch comfort come to thee, 
as now I rcape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted Clifford, take me from the world. 

My foule to hcauen,my blood vpon your heads. . 

North . Had he bin flaughterman ofall my kin, 

1 could not chufe but weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

Qu. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland.} 
Thinke but vpon tfae wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

There’s for my oath, there’s for my fathers deaths 
Qutrn. And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde. 

Yorkf. Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foule flies foorth to rneete with thee. 

Queene . Off with his head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 

So Yorke may o«uer-looke the T owne of Yorke. 

Exeunt omnes. 
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Enter Edward and Richard, with Dram and Soldiottn. 

Edw.K tier this dangerous fight and bapleffe warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare ? 

Rich . I cannot ioy vntilllberefolud. 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

How often did I fee him bearehimfelte. 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Methinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three funnes appeare in the tAyre. 

Erfrv.Loe.how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes,or do I fee three funs ? ... 

Rich. Three glorious funnes,notfeparatcd by a racking clous 
But feuered in a pale cleere ftainingsky. _ 

See,fee,they ioyne,embracc,and feeme tokiffe. 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light, one funne. 

In this the hcauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edw.l thinkc it cites vs brother to the field. 

That we the fonnes of braue Plantagenet , 

Already each one fliining by his meed, 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
llebeare vpon my Target,three fairefhiningfuns. 

But what art thou that look’ft foheauily ? 

Enter a Adefjenger . 

Mef. Oh, one that was a wofull looker on. 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Edw . Oh fpeake no more, for I can heare no more. 

Rich. Te\\ on thy tale, fori will heare it all. 

Mef.VV hen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and theripurfudeby Clifford 2 nd the Qnecne, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him,and forc’ft the D uke to yeeld, j 



Yorke andLancafler. 

And then they fet him on a mole-hill there, 

And crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpitc. 

Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 

The ruthlefle Qucene perceiuing he did weepe, 

Gaue him a handkercher to wipe his eyes. 

Dipt in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

By rough Clifford flaine: who weeping tookeit vp. 

Then through his breft they thru A their bloodyfwords. 

Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head, 

And there it doth remaine the pittcous fpe&acle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to Ieane vpon. 

Now thou art gone,there is no hope for vs : 

Now my foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would fhe breake from compaffe ofmy breft. 

For neuer fhall I haue more ioy. 

Rich . I cannot weepe, fot all my breads moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

I cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy’de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Richard , I bare thy name, and lie reuenge thy death. 

Or dye my felfe in feeking ofreuenge. 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee. 

His chaire and Dukedome that reniaincs for me. 

5/cfe.Nay , if thou be that Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gainft the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay, 

For either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 

Enter the Earle of tVarvoicke, M ont ague , with drum, 
ancient, and Jottldiers . 

War. How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad? 

Rich. Ah fV unvicke, fhould we report the balefull newes. 

And at each words deliuerauce,ftab Ponyardsin our fiefh 
Till all were told, the words would adde 

More anguifh then the wounds, 
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Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edw. Ah Warwic\ e, Warwick*, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere ; 1, eucn as his foules redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford, done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thofe newes in tcares, 
And now to adde more meafureto your woes : 

I come to tell you newes fincc then betaine. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brane father breath’d his latcftgafpe, 
Tydings as fwifily as the poft could runne. 

Was brought me of your Ioffe, and his departure* 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldiers, gathered flockes of friends/ 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my bchaltc along. 

For by my lcouts I was aduertifed. 

That fire was comming, with a full intent 
To dafh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and yourfucceffion. 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met. 

Our battailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether ’twas the coldncffe of the King, 

(He look ? d full gently on his warlike Queene) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleene. 

Or whether ’twas report of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare ofCliffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 

I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Night-O wles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydleThrefher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe. 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards : 

But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight. 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 




So 



of Yorke and Lancafter. 

So that we fled. The King vnto the Queene, 

Lord George your brother, Norfolke,and my fclfe. 

In haft, pofte haft, arc come to ioyne with you. 

For in the marches heere we heard you were. 

Making another head to fight againe. 

A^w.Thankes gentle Warwick*. 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 

And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War. Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power.? 
But as for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutcheffc of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers ’gainft this needfull warre. 

r Kjch. Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwick* fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praiies in purfuite. 

But nerc till now thy fcandall of retire. 

War. Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou heare: 
For thou fhalt know that this right hand of mine. 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head. 

And wring the awcfull Scepter from his fift. 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

As he is fam’d for mildenefie,peace,and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord it'arwicke, blame me not, 
Twas loue I bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done? 

Shall we go throw away our coates of ftccle. 

And clad our bodies in biacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our Anemaries with our beads ? 

Or (Ball we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with rcuengefull armes ? 

If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore lE'arwtcke came tofinde you out: 
And therefore comes my brother Montague, 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like wajee* 

He ware confent to your fucceflion. 
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The contention of the two farntu Houfes, 

His oath inrbllcd in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone, 

To fruftrate his oath, or what b elides 
May make again!! thehoufe of Lancaffer, 

Their power 1 geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now if the helpe of Norfolk e and my felfe. 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among the louing Welflimen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amaine. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, 

And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe. 

But neuer once againe turncbacke andflye. 

Pjcb.1 now methinkes I heare great Warwick? fpeake : 
Nere may he line to fee a Sunfhine day. 

That cries retire, when Warwick? bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick?, on thy Ihouldcr will I leane. 
And when thou faints, muft Edward fall ; 

Which perill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 
The next degree is, Englands royall King } 

And Kins of England lhalt thoube proclaim d. 

In euery burrough as we pafle along • 

And he that calls not vp his cap for ioy,^ 

Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming ofrenowne, 

But forward to effedl thefe refolutions. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me. 
The Queene is comming with a puiffant power, 

And crauesyour company for fpcedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. 




Exeunt 



of YorkeandLmatter. 

Enter the King and Queene } Prince Edward , and the 
Northerne Earles, with drumme and 

Souldiours. 

Qugen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne ofYorkc, 
Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 

Doth not the obicdl pleafe your eye my Lord i 

King. Euen as the rockes pleafe them that fear their wrackc. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly hauc I infring’d my vow. 

flif. My gracious Lord, this too much lenity 
And harinefull pjttymull be layde afide, 

To whom do Lyons call their gentle lookes f 
Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofehand is that the fauage Beare doth licke? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on. 

And Doues will pccke, in refeue of their brood. 

Ambitious York? did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Tjiou fmiling, while hee knit his angry browes. 

He but a Duke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his ifluc like a louing Sire. 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Didft giue confent to difinherit him. 

Which argu’d thee a moft vnnaturall Father. 

Vnreafonablc creatures feedc their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes. 

Yet in prote&ion of their tender ones. 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings* 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull fl ght. 

Make warre with him, that climbes vnto their Neft, 

Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 

For fhame my Lord, make them your prefident. . 
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The contention of the iwofamow Houfes, 

Were it not pitcy that this goodly boy, 

Should lofe his birth-right through his fathers fault? 

And long heercafter, fay vnto his Childc, 

What my great Grandfather andGrandfirc got, 

My carelcffe father fondly gaue away ? 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceffefull fortune, to vs alj, 

Steele thy melting thoughts. 

To keepe thine owne, and leauc thine ownc with him. 

King . Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator,' 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But tell me, didft thou neuer yet heare tell, 

That things ill got had eucr bad fucceffe. 

And happy euer was it for that fonne, 

VVhofe father for his hoording went to hell i 
I leaue my fonne my vectuous deeds bchinde. 

And would my father had left me no more ; 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe. 

Then may the prefenc profite counteruaile. 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know. 

How it doth greeuc me that thy head ftands there. 

Queene. My Lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow* 
ers faint. 

You promifd Knight-hood toyour Princely fonne, 

Vnfheath your fword,and ftraight way dub him Knight, 
Kncelc downe Edward. 

King. Edward Plantagenet.arife a Knight, 

And learne this leffon, Draw thy fword in right. 

Trince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue. 

He draw it as apparant to theCrowne, 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the death. 

North. Why that is fpokenlike a toward Prince. 





Enter a tjldeffcnger* 

Afeff. Royal! Commanders, be in readineffe. 
For with a band of fifty thoufand men. 



Comes 



of Yorke And Lancaster, 

Comes IParwicke. backing of the Duke of Yorke, 

And in the Townes whereas they paffe along 
Proclaimes him King, and m?ny flyes to him \ 

Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. * 

Clif. I would your highneffe would depart the field. 

The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you arc abfent. 

Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes. 
King. V Vhy that s my fortune,thercforeIle ftay ftill 
Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Pff *‘ Good Father cheere thefe.noble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword, fweet Father cry S. George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not moue. 

Enter the houfe of Yorke. 

Edrt>. Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne ? 
And kneele for mercy at thy Soucrafgnes feete ? 

Queen. Go rate thy Minions proud infulting boy 
Becomes it thee to be thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawful! Souerajgne? 

Edve. I am his King,and he ftiould bend his knee 

I was adopted heyre by his confent. * 

George , Since when,he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare, you that are King 
(Though he do weare the Crowne) 

Haue caufd him by new a£lc of Parliament, 

° ur brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 
c«/. And reafon George : 

Who fhould fuccecde thefather,.burthefon? 

Rich. Areyou there butcher ? 

Clif. I Crooke-backe, heere I ftand to anfwer thee 
Or any of your fort. * 

Rtcb.Twn you that kild yong Rutland, was it not i 
Cltf. Yes, and old Yorke too, and yet not fatisfied. 

S'm ’Jl Lords giue fi S nallto che fi 8ht. 

oZelvvh fa f th ° U He V ? wilt thou y celdc thy crowne ? 
Vwbn J ” j ° llg tongu d dareyou fpeakc ?. 

When you and Imec at Saint Albons laft, 
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the contention of the wo famous Houfes , 

Your legges did better fcruice then your hands. 

War. I, then twas my turne to flye, but now t’is thine. 

Cliffy on faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

War. T was not your valour Clifford dro-ue me thence. 

Nor. No.nor your manhoo dWarwickJy could make yec flay. 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland) we bold 
Thee reucrently. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer, 

Clif, Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 
Rich.Wikz a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fet He make thee curffe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

fffueene. Defie them then, or clfe hold clofe thy lips. 

Ktng. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

I being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

Clif. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere. 
Cannot be cur’d with words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnflieath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu’d 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. What fayft thou Henry, (hall 1 haue my right or no ? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faft to day. 

That nere fhall dine, vnleffc thou yeeld the Crowne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head* _ 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. If all be right that Warwtcke fayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things muff be right. 

Rfch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother (lands, 

For welfl wot thou haft thy mothers tongue, 

^*e».But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowle miftiapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoided. 

As venom’d Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 

Fjch 




Torke and Lane alter. 

Rich.lt on of Maples, hid with engli(h gilt. 

Thy father bearcs the title of a King, 

As if a channcll (hould be cald the fea ; 

Sham’d thou not,knowing from whence thou art deriu’dc, 
To parlie thus with Englands lawfull heyres ? 

Edu.A. wifpe of draw were worth a thoufand crowr.cs. 
To make that ftiameleffe callet know her fclfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

And tam’de the French, and made the Dolphin ftoope s 
And had he matcht according to his date. 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

And grac’d thy poorc fire with his bridall day t 
Then that fun-mine bred a fliowre for him, 

Which walhthis fathers fortunes out of Frances 
And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults, but thy pride ? ' 

Hadft thou bene meeke,our title yet had flept. 

And we inpitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our claime vntill another age. 

George. fint when we faw our dimmer brought thee gain®, 
And that the harued brought vs no increale. 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote. 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our felues, 

Y et know thou we will neuer ceafe to drike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blonds. 

Edw. And in this refolution,I defie thee; 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentle King to fpeake, 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours wane. 

And either victory ,or elfe a graue. 

Queene. Stzy Eduard, day. 

Edw. Hence wrangling woman, He no longer day. 

Thy words will cod ten thoufand lines to day. 



Exeunt ensues. 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 



Alarms. Enter Warwicke. 

War , Sore fpent with toilc,as runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a little while to breathe, 

For ftrokes receiudc^nd many blowes repaide, 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes oftheir ftrength, 

And force perforce, needs muft I reft my felfe. 

Enter Edward, 

£d!»\$mile gentle heauens, or ftrikevngentle death, 

That \vc may die vnlefle we gainethe day : 

What fatall ftarre malignant frowncs from hcauen, 

Vpon the harmelcffe line of Yorkes true houfe ? 

Enter Cjeerge. 

Cjcorge . Come brother come,lets to the field againe. 

For yet there's hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backeco checre our fainting Troopes, 

Leaft they retire now we haue left the field . 

War. How now my Lords, what hap ? what hope of good ? 

Enter Richard running. 

'Rfch . Ah Warwicke ,why haft thou withdrawne thy felfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill (or Warwicke ,h\s thrice valiant fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet. 

And many wounds made in his aged breft, 

And as he tottring fate vpon his ftcede,. 

He waft his hand to me,and cride aloud, 

Richard , commend me to my valiant fonne. 

And ftill he cride , Warwicke rcuenge my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Salshury gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe.becaufe I will not flie: 

And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 

Newer to pafi'c from forth this bloudy field. 
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Torke and Lancaster. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

Edw.Lotd Warwicke ,1 do bend my knees with thine. 

And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vidtory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts. 

And call them pillars that will ftand to vs, 

And highly promife to remunerate 

Their trufty feruice,in thefe dangerous warres. 

j?»d&.Come,conie aw ay, and ftand not to debate, 

For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your hands,and let vs part 
And take our lcaues.vntill we meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept,now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire milhaps continue fo. 

Warwtcke, farewell. r 

i^iir.Away, away, once more fweet Lords farewell. 

Exeunt ornm g 

Alar met, and then enter Richard at one (here, 
and Clifford at the other. 

Rich. R Clifford ,a Clifford. 

Clif.Pi Richard ,a Richard . 

Rich. Novi Clifford, for Yorke and young Rutlands death, 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud, 

'Shall lop thy limbes,and flice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made.' 

ffltf . Now Richard , I am with thee heere alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Yorke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And chceres thefe hands thatflew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy felfe. 

And fo haue at thee. 

M % Alarmes 
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The contention of the twofdmm Houfes t 

Alarms, They fight,, and then enters Warwick^ andrefcuet 
Richard,and then exeunt omnes. 

*A larmes Hill, and then enter Henry Joins . 

Hen . Oh gracious God of heauen lookc downc on vs y 
And fet fbme endes to thefe inceflant griefes. 

How like a maftlcffe fhip vpon the feas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way, now to that fidedriue. 

And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 

Oh,would my death might ftay thefc ciuill iars \ 

Would 1 had neuer raignd,nor nere bene King.’ 

Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the fiek£ 

Swearing they had beft fucccfle when I was thence^. 
Would God that I were dead,fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fufficc,I were content 
T o y eeld it them, and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Soldiottr with a dead man in hie arms* . 

Soul. Ill blowes thewinde that profits no body,. 

This man that I haueflaine in fight today. 

May be poffefled of fome ftore of crowncs. 

Ana I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face : 

Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 

From London was I preft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of Torke, 

And in this conflict I haue flaine my. father s 
Oh pardon God, I knew not what I did, 

And pardon father, for I knew thee not. 

Enter another Joldiour with a dead man, 
i.Soul.Vie there thou that foughtft with me fo ftoutly, 
Now let me fee what ftore of gold thou hafk 
But ftay.methinks this is no famous face; 

Ohno.itis my fonne.that J haue flaine infight, 






Tor kg and LaneaBer. 

Oh monftrous times, begetting fuch euents. 

How cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrel! daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late. 

And hath bercau d thee of thy life too foonc. 

King. Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambcs do feele the rigour of their wraths ; 

The red Rofc and the white are on bis face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 

Wither oneRofe,and let the other flourifh. 

For ifyou ftriue,ten thoufand Hues muft periflv 
i .SohIMow will my mother for my fathers death. 

Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide ? 

ajW.How will my wife for flaughtcr of my fonne. 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

KingMovs will the people now mifdecme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could iatisfie. 

i.Seul.Wzt euer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill l 
z.Soul.W as euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonneto kill ? 
Ktfg.Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill > 
i .Soul.We beare thee hence from this accurfed place. 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Ex it with his father. 

i.Soul.\\e beare thee hence,and let them fight that will* 
For I haue murdered where 1 fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fonne. 

J3»£.Wecpe wretched man, lie lay thee teare for tearc, , 
Here fits a King,as woe begon as thee. 

Alarms fOnd enter the Qtteene. 

Queene.Kviiy my Lord,to Barwicke p refently, , 

The day is loft,our friends are murdered; 

No hclpe is left for vSjtherefore away. 



Enter Prince Edwards 

Prince. Oh father ftie,our men haue left theiteld* 
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Take horfc fweet father .letvs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet, Away my Lord,for vengeance comes along with him • 
Nay (had not to expoftulate,make hafte. 

Or elfe come after ,Ilc away before. 

K.Hen . Nay flay good Exeter t (ot lie along with thee. 

Enter Clifford wounded, with an Arrow 

inhisnteke.' 

Off- Heerc burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it laftcd,gaue King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrow, 

More then my bodies parting from my foule* 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture mejts. 

Impairing Hray,ftrengchened mifproud Torke, 

The common people fwarme like fummer flies. 

And whether flies the Gnats,but to the funne ?* 

And who fhines now,but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Phoebus , hadft thou ncuer giuen confent. 

That Phaeton (bould checke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Henry, hadft thou hu’d as Kings Ihould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Yorks, 

I and ten thoufandin this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths. 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherilh weeds,but gentle airc i 
And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootleffe are plaints,and curcleffe are my wounds. 

No way to flic, no ftrength to hold oatflight. 

The foe is mercilefle and will not pitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke and Richard, tvarwickf and the reft, 



Torke and LancAtter, 

I ftab’d your fathers, now come Iplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke, and Souldiors. 
Edw.Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
Courfe,and we are grac’d with wreaths of victory. 

Some troopes purfue the bloudy minded Queene, 

That now towards Barwickjloth pofte amaine, 

But thinkeyou that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

War. No,tis impoflible he Ihould efcape, 

Eor though before his face I fpcake the words, 

Your brother Richard markt him for the grauc . 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 

Clifford grones, and then dies. 

£d»v.Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue > 
Rich A deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

Sdw . See who it i$,and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe, let him be friendly vfed. 

£/c6,Rcuerfc that doome of mercy ,for tis Clifford, 

Who kild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father ,Duke of Torke. 

War.Y'tom off the gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers Head which Clifford placed there s 
Inftcad of that,lct his fupply the roome. 

Meafure for meafure mull be anfwered. 

Edw . Bring forth that fatall Scritchowle to our houfe 
That nothing lung to vs but bloud and death, 

Now his euill boding tongue no more fhall fpcake. 

War. I thinke bis vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford ) doft thou know who fpcakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death ore-fhades his bcames of life, 

Andhe nor fees nor hearcs vs what we fay. 

Rtch.Qih would he did, and fo perhaps he doth. 

And tis his pollicy that in the time of death, 

He,mi ght auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
Inhishoure of death did giue vnto our father* 
<7wr^e.Richard;if thou thinkeft fo,vcx him with eager words 
■R»d>*Clifford,aske mercy andobtaine no grace. 

Sdw-. 
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Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleflc penitence. 
W*r.ClifFord,deuife excufes for thy fault. 

George i WhiTft we deuife fell tortures for thy 
jR/r^.Thou pittiedft Torke,and I am fonne to Yorke. 
f^v.Thou pittiedft Rmland,znd I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captainc Margaret to fence you now? 

War, They mocke thee Clifford , fweare as thou waft wont. 
Rich.' What, not an oath ? Nay then Iknow face’s dead: 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this 1 know hee’s dead, and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile athhn) 

Ide cut it off, and with the ifluine bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofe inftanchcd thirft, 

Yorke and young Jutland could not fatisfic. 

IF <*r.I,buthe is dead, off with the traitors head. 

And reare it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence fhall W'arwtcke croflc the feas to France, 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So (halt thou Anew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy fricnd,thou needs not dread 
The Scattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fting to hurt. 

Yet looke to haue them bufle to offend thine eares. 

Firft,Ue fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie croffe the feas to France, 

To effeft this marriage,if itpleafe my Lord. 

Edw.Eaen as thou wilt good Warwicke let it be. 

But firft before we go ttyorge knecle downe. 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the (word. 

Our younger brother Richard,Duke of Glofter. 

Warwicke as my felfe fhall do and vndo as himfclfepleafethbeft# 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter t 
For Glofter s Dukedomcis too ominous. 

War. 
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S^r.Tufh, that’s a childifh obferuation. 

Richard, be Duke of Glofter: Now to London, 

To fee thefe honours in poffefflon. 

€ nter two Keepers with Bow and estrrowes. 

Keeper. Come take our ftands vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But flay,heere comes a man, lets Iiftcn him a while. 

Enter King Henry difguifed. 

Jfen.Ttom Scotland am I ftolne euenof pure louc. 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land. 

No Henry, no,it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 

No humble futers fues to thee for right. 

For how canft thou helpe them,and not thy felfe ? 

Keeper. I marry fir.heere s a Deere,his skinne is a 

Keepers fee.Sirra ftand clofe, for as I thinke. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen, My Queene and Sonne, poore fbules are gone to France, 
And as I heare,the great commanding Warwicke, 

1 ointreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. * 

If this be true,poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent invaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words. 

And W, trwicke is a fubtle Oratour. 

He Iaughes, and laies his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepes.and faies’her Henry is depofde. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

Sheonhi s left fide ,craui n g aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 
Hen.Mote then 1 feeme,for lefle 1 ftiould not be. 

A man at leaft, and morel cannot be, . ./ 

‘And men may talke of Kings, and why not I ? 

^c/w.Lbutthou talkes,as if thou werta King thy felfe. 
Hen.Why fo lam in minde,though not in fhew i 
Keeper. And if thou be a Kiug,where is thyCrbwne ? 

N Henry, 
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Hen. My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content,acrownethat 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keeper. And if thou oe a King crownd with content* 

Your crowne content and you.muftbe content 

To go with vs vnto the Officer, for as we thinke, ^ 

You are our quondam King, King Ednwrdhzth depofdc, 

And therefore we charge you* in Gods name and the Kings* 

To go along with vs vnto the Officers, 

Hen.Gods name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obeydc,andbe you kings,command and He obey. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter King Edward, fleer ence, and Glofler , MSntague, 
Haftings ,andthc Lady Crejr, 

K.Edrv. Brothers of Clarence., and of Glojler r 
This Ladies husband here,Sir Richard grey. 

At the battaile of S ^Al&ones did lofe his life. 

His lands then were feiz/d on by the conqueror. 

Her fute is nowto repoffeffe thofe lands. 

And fith in quarrell of the houfe of York?, 

The noble gentleman did lofe his life*. 

In honour we cannot denie her futCi. 

Glo. Your highneffe fhall do well to gram it then,. 
K.EdwAJo I willjbut yet He make a paufe. 

Glo, I,is the winde in that doorc ? 

Clarence. I fee the Lady hath fome riving to grant. 

Before the King will grant her humble fute.- 

glo. He knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind. 
K.£«fa\Widow,come fome other time to know our mind. 
Z-rf.May itpleafe your Grace,I cannot brooke delaies, 

J befeech your highneffe to difpatch me now. 

K.Sd. Lords giue vs leaue, we meane to try this widowes vwt. 
£Y<*.I,good lean eh aue you . 

Glo, For you will haue leaue, till youth take leaue, 

Andleaue you to your crouch. 

JC.fid.Comc hither widow,how many children heft thou , 
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flu A thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her* 

6/fl.Nay whip me then,heel rather giue her two. 

Z.<*.Three, my molt gracious Lord. 

Glo. You fh all haue foure if you will be ruldc by him. 

K.Ed. Wer’t not piety they fhould lofe their fathers lands ? 
ZU.Bepittifull then dread Lord,and grant it them. 

K.Sdw, lie tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 

Za.So fhall you binde me to your highneffe feruice. 
K.Edro.Whac feruice wilt thou do me,if I grant it them ? 

La . Eucn what your highneffe lhaH command. 

<//o.Nay then widow lie warrant you all your 
Husbands lands,ifyou grant to do what he 
Commands. Fight dole, or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 

C4i.Nay I feare her not vnleffe fhe fall. 

(7/tf.Marry godsforbot man,for hce’l take vantage then. 

La, Why flops my Lordjfhall I not know my taskc i 
K.Sdrv.hn eafie taske,tis but to loue a Kin«\ 

^•That’s looneperformdjbecaufe I am a ffibieft. 

K.Ed , Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

La. I take my leaue with many thoufand thanks. 

C4*.The match is made.fhe feales it with a curtfie. 

K.Sdw . Stay widdow ftay,what loue doft thou thinke 
I iue lo much to get ? 

La. My humble feruice, fuch as fubieas owes, and the lawes 
commands. 

K.Edw.Na by my rroth,J meant no fuch loue 
But to tel! thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. * 

y? a P 1 ? ine ni y Lo ‘-^I had rather lie in ptifon. 

, hy then thou canfl not get thy husbands lands. 
•kt.Then mine honefly fhall be my dower. 

For by that Ioffe I will not purchafe them, 

^.Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily. 

Z^.Here.n youx highneffe wrongs both them and 

Me, but mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Agrees not wrth the fadneffc of my fute. 
ea e it your highneffe to difinifle me, either with I or no, 

N z K.Sdw a 
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. K.Edw. I, if thou fay I to my rcqueft, 

No,if thou fay no to my demand. 

Larfy.Thenno my Lord.my fute is at an end. 

Glo. The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow, 

Cla. Why he is the blunted: wooer in Chriftendome. 

'o yy^ K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maiefty, 

^ ' p fle way or other (lie is for a King, 

> And fhe iball be my loue or clfe my Qjieene. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Qpeene. 

Lady.Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubieft fit to ieft withalt. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King Ediv.Sweete widdow,by my date I fwearc,I fpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that is more then I willyecldvnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Edw. You cauill widdow,! did meane my Queene. 

La. Your grace would be loath my fons (l*old call you father. 
K.Edw. N o more then when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow,and thou haftfome children, 

And by Gods mother, I being but a batchcllor, 

Haue other fome.Why tis a happy thing 
Tobe the Father of many children. 

A*rgue no morc,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Clo. The ghoftly father now hath done his fhrift. 
£7rf.Whcn hewas made a {Briuer/twas for {hift. 
JC.£d»’.Bt’bthers ) you mufe what talke the widdow 
And Ihauehad,you would thinke itftrange 
If IfBouldmarryher. 

CAr.Marry her my Lord, to whom i 
K.Edw.'SNhj Clarente to my felfe. ••- y - _ ' r ’; 
G/o.That would be ten dayes wonder at the- lean. 

(la. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are the wonders in extremes. 
K.Edw. W«U,fc»ft onbrothers,! can tellyou,ber 
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Sute is granted for her husbands lands. 

fitter a Mcffenger* 

Mejf. And it pleafe your grace, Henry your foe is 
Taken and brought as prifoncr to your Pallace gates. 

K.Edw . Away with him,and fend him to the Tower 
And lets go queft.on with the man abont 
His ap prehenfion . Lords along,and vfe 
I his Lady honourably, * 

J exeunt omnes* 

r . | r . Manet GloSter /tnd ffeakes. . 

uj m F ^ Wl v k womcn honorably 
Would he were wafted, marrowbones 'and all, 
i hat f rom his loynes no ifliie might fucceed, 
i o hmder me from the golden time 1 looke for, 

£°r I am not yet look t on in the world. 

Firft is there Edward, C/arence, and Henry 
And his fonne,and all they looke for iflhe ' 

Oi their loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A coJd premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other pleafurc is there in the world befide ? 

Shedid corrupt fraile nature in the fle/B 
Aijd plac d an enuious mountaine on my’backe. 

Where fits deformity to mocke my body 

To mr ,nC f rmC 7 ,ike 2 withe, ^ d Airimpe. 

To make my legs of an vnequall fize, 

•And am I then a man to be belou’d? 

N j. 
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And for a need change fhapes with Protheus, 

And fet the afpiring Cat alin to fchoole. 

Can l do this,and cannot get the Crowne? 
Tufh.wereit ten times higher ,Ile pull it downe. 



Exit, 



Enter King Lewis, and the Lady Bena, Queene Margaret, Prince 
Edward, and Oxford, with others. 

Lewis.W clcome Qucene Margaret, to the Court of France, 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand. 

Sit by my fide, and hecre I vow to thee. 

Thou Ihalthaue aide to repoflefie thy right, 
and beate proud Edward from his vfurped fcate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

Queen, l humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And pray the God of heauen to bleffe thy ftate, 

Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs. 

Enter War wt eke. 

L?*w.Hownow,who is this ? 

Queen. Our Earle of Warwtcke, Edwards cheefeft friend. 
Lewis. Welcome braue tVarwicke,xvhzt brings thee to Tram) 
JPhr.From worthy EdwardJ&iing of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefle and vnfainsd loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity, 

Andlaftlytoconfirme that amity 
With nuptiall knor,if thou vouchfafc to grant 
• Thac vertuous Lady Bona thy faire fitter. 

To Englands King in lavvfull marriage. 

Qu. And if this go forward,all our hope is done. 

Wax'. And gracious Madame,in our Kings behalfe, 

/ am commanded with your loue and; fauour. 

Humbly to kiflc your hand.and with my tongue, 

To tell thepattions of my Soueraignes heart, . 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares. 

Hath plac’d thy glorious image and thy vertucs. 
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Prince Edw. And why not Qucene ? 

A n^‘ BeCaUfC thy &thcr ^ vfurpe 

And thou n° mor e art Prince then Hie is Queene 

Th« d^f*T** diC * mh S rcat M^fGalt 
That did fubdue the greateft part of Spain! 

And after Gaunt, wife Henry the fourth 

Wnofe wifedome was a mirrour to the world 

M/1 aftCr L h ! S . Wlfc Princc Henr J fife. 

All chat Henry the fift had gotten. 

Tom,T fCOt ?“ J % time 
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Till Ido talke a word with Wetrwkkg'. 

Now IParwicke,* uen vpon thy houor telltne true} 

Is Edward lawfull King, or no ? 

For I were loath to linkc with him,that is not lawfull heitc. 

IPar. Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credite. 

Lewis. What, is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

W'a.r. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Lewis. V Vhat,is his loue to our Sifter "Bonai 
JJV.Such it leemes, 

As may befeemc a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe hauc often heard him fay and fwcare, 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground. 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties funne. 

Exempt from enuy,but not from diidaiue, 

Vnleffe the Lady 'Bond cjuit his paine. 

Lew. Then filler let vs hearc your firmc refoluc* 

Bona.Xow grant or deniall fh all be mine. 

But ere this day 1 muft confelfe,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted. 

Mine earcs hauc tempted iudgementto defire. . - 

Lem.Then drawnecre Queene cMargaret, and be a witnelle, 
That'5ow4fhallbe wife to the Enghlh King. 

; Prince Edw. To Edward, but not the Enghlh King. 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his eafe, 

VVhere hauing nothing,nothing canhe lofe. 

And as for you y our {e\fe, out quondam Queene, .. 0 

You haue a father able io maintaine your ttate. 

And better ’twere to trouble him then France. 



Sound for a Pofte within. 

Lewis. Heere codaes fonve Pofte warwickeyo thee or vs- 
PoJleMy Lord ambaflador.this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother, Marquellc Montague. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam, from whom I kno ^°t. _ 
Oxf.l like it well,that oiir faire Queene and Miltreii , 



Torke and Lane after. 

Smiles at her newes, when IP'arwicke frets at his. 

P.Ed. And marke how Lewis ftampes as he were netled. 
Lew. Now (JHargaret & Warwick. e, what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is iuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 

War. Mine, full of forro w and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 

And now to excufe himfelfe, fends vs a pofte of papers > 

How dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

Qu. This prooueth Edwards loue, and IP'arwickes honefty. 
War. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight ofheauen, 

And by the hope I hauc of heauenly bliffc. 

That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Ed wards. 

No more my King, for he dilhonors me. 

And moft himfelfe, if he could fee his fhamc. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 

My father came to an vntimely death ? 

Did I let paffe the abuledone to thy Neece#i 
Did I impale him with thc.Regall Crowne ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome ? 

And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bonay 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. * 

Of ? es Warwick ., He quite forget thy former faults. 

If now thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend. 

That if King Lewis vo uchfafe to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands of chofen foldiers, 

He vndertake to land them on our coaft. 

And force the Tyrant from his fcate by wane, 

Tis not his new made bride fihall fuccour him. 

Lew, Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You (hall haue aide : and Englifh meflenger, returne 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him, and his new bride* 

O 





200 




230 240 250 




280 290 






Jmm 

BH&il 







The contention of the two famous Hottfes, 

"Bona, Tell him in hope heel be a widdower Ihortly, 

He weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Queene.Tcll him my mourning weeds be laide afide, 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

W^r.Tcll him from me,that he hath done me wrong. 

And therefore lie vnerowne him er’t be long. 

There’s thy reward.be gone. j^ e r 

Lewis . But now tell me Warwick , what aflurance 
1 fball haue of thy true loyalty ? 

War. This lb all afliire my conftant loyalty, 

If that our Quecne and this young Prince agree. 

He ioyne mine cldcft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 

gtseene . With all my hart, that match I like full well, 

Loue her fonne Edmuidfac is faire and young. 

And giue thy hand to Warwicke for thy loue. 

Lewis. It is enough,and now we will prepare, 

T o leuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Bourhon , our high Admirall, 

Shall waft them fafely to the Englifh coaft. 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance, 

For mocking marriage with the name of Trance . 

War. 1 came from Edward as Embaflador, 

But I returns his fworne and mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage-was the charge he gaue me. 

But dreadfull warre flaall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfe to make a Hale but me f 
Then none but I (hall turne his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifdc him to the Crowne, 

And lie be cheefe to bring him downc againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 

Enter King' Edward, the Queene , Clarence , Glofter , tMontagxt, 
Haftings , and Penbvooke, with foldiors. 



E^w-.Brothers of Clarence, and of Glofter, 



Whas 



Torke and Lancaster. 

What thinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey ? 

flaMy Lord, we thinke as Warwicke and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgcment,that they will take 
No offence at this fudden marriage. 

£d«».Suppofe they do, they arc but Lewis and Warwicke , 

And I am both your King and Warwicks . 

And will be obeyed. 

Glo. And fhall,becaufc our King, but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildomeproueth well. 

Edw . Yea brother Richard , are you againft vs too ? 

6/o.Not I my I.ord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainfay your highnefle pleafure, 

I,and twere pitty to funder them that yoke fo well together. 

Edw. Setting your skornes and your diflikes afide. 

Shew me fome reafons why the Lady Grey, 

May not be my Loue,and Englands Qitecnc ? 

Speake freely Clarence, Glocefier, 

Montague , and Haftings. 

ClaMy Lord,then this is mine opinion. 

That Warwicke being diftionorcd in his Embaflagc, 

Doth feeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

C/o.And Lewis in regard of his fitters wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to fupplant your ftatc. 

fd.Suppofe that Lewis and Warwicke be appeafde. 

By fuch meanes as I can beft deuife. 

(JWont * Bur yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance,would more haue ttrengthened this our 
Common-wealth, gainft forraine ftormes. 

Then any home -bred marriage. 

Hafi . Let England be true within it felfe. 

We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 

C/tf.Fo r this one fpecch,Lord Haftings well deferues. 

To haue the daughter and heyreof the Lord Hungerford . 

Edw. And what then ? it was our will it ftiould be fo, 

C/<*.I,and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonfield,znd left your 

O 2 Brother 
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Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in vour madnefle 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content, 

Why man be of good cheere, lie prouide thee one. 

C/a. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe, 

That ye fhall giue me leaue to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I fhortly meane to leaue you. 

Sdw. Leaue rne,or tarry, 1 am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes. 

Slit' My Lords, do me but right. 

And you mull confelTc, before it pleafd hishighnefle 
1 o aduance^my ftatc to Title of a Queen? 

1 hat I was not ignoble from my birth. 

Sdxv, Foibeare my Lotie to fawnc vpon their frownes 
For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey. 

And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, here is the MelTenger return’d from France.. 

Enter Me ffenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef No Letters my Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highnefle pardon 
I darenot relate. 

We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 

” hat faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

• C Mef At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppoled King, 

That Lewis ofFrance is fending ouer Maskers, 

To rcuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewis fo braue i Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 

But what fayde Lady 'Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

c JMef. Tell him, quoth fhe, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, He weare a willow Garland for his fake, 

Ed. She had the wrong. 

Indeed fhe could fay little lc(Te. But what (aid Henries Qpeene, 

For 








Tor he and Lancaster. 

For as I heare, fhe was then in place ? 

Mef.TeW him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And I am ready to put armour on, 

Ed. Then belike ftie meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what faide tvarwicke to thefe iniuries ? 

Mef. He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, , 

And therefore llevncrownehim er’t be long. 

Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words ? 

But I will arme me to preuent the worft. 

But what is ivarwtcke friends with Margaret ? 

■ Mef.l my good Lord, they are fo linkt in friendfhip. 

That young Prince Edward marries lE'arwickes daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike (flarence fhall hauethe yonger. 

All you that loue me and U^arwtckg follow me. 

Exit flarence and Somerfet, 
Sd. Clarence and Somerfet fled to lE'arwick. f. 

What fay you brother 'B.ichardy will you ftand to vs ? 

(jlo. I my Lord, in defpight of all that lhall withftand you. 
For why hath Nature mademe halt dowme right, 

But that 1 fhould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runn*e away, 

Sdw. Penbrooke, go raife an army prefently, 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne, 
lie march to meetc proud tVarwicke ^ re he land 
Thofe ftragling troopes which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Hafiings , 

You aboue all the reft are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwieke : therefore tell me. 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for I had rather haue you open enem ies , 

Then hollow friends. 

Trlont , So God helpe Montague , as he proucs true. 

Hafi . And Ha(hngs, as he fauour s Edwards caufe, 

Edw, It fhall fufhee, Come then let’s march away. 

Exeunt omnes . 
0 3 Enter 
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Enter IV nrwicke and Oxford with Soldiers . 
fVar. Truft me my Lords,all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 

Cla. Feare not that my Lord. 

fVar, Then gentle Clarence,welcomcvnto Warwicke, 

And welcome Somerfet ,1 hold it cowardife. 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfc might I thinke tha ^Clarence, Edwards brother. 

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings, 

Eut welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter Tball be thine. 
And now what refts but in nights couerturc. 

Thy btothcr being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a fimplc guard. 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts hauc found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindcs. 

And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in filenc fort. 

For Warwicke and his friends, God and S.George. 

War. This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand, 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer. 

But follow me now,and Edward fli all be ours. 
alii. A Warwicke, a Warwicke. 

Alarmes,andCjlofter and Hafiings flies. 

Oxf.Who goes there ? 

War. Richard and Railings ,let them go,heere is the Duke. 
£^a».The Duke, why Warwicke when weparted 
Laft,thou callcdft me King. 

War, I, but the cafe is altrcd now. 

When you difgrac’ftme in my Embaffage, 

Then I difgrac'ft you from being King, 



And 



Torke and LancaBer . 

And now am come to create you Duke of Torke , 

Alafle»how ftiould you gouerne any kingdome. 

That knowes not how to vfe Embafladors, 

Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to fhroud your felfc from enemies. 

Mv.Well Warwicke, \tt fortune do her worft, 

Edward in minde will beare himfelfe a King. 

War. Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 

But Henry now (hall weare the Englifh Growne; 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbifiiop of Torke , 

And when I hauc fought with penbroki and his followers, 
lie come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies. 

And fo for a while far well good Duke of Torke. 

■r Exit fame with Edward. 

£7<*.Whatfollowes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters into France, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 

War.l that’s the firft thing that wehaue to do. 

And free King Henry from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets hafte away, and hauing paft thefe cares. 

He pofte to Torke, mA fee how Edward fares. Exeunt omnes . 

Enter Glofler ,Haflmgs ,and Sir William Stanley. 

Cjlo. Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanly, 

Know that the caufe I fent for you is this. 

Ilooke my brother with a (lender traine. 

Should come a hunting in this Forreft heere. 

The Bilhop of Torke befriends him much. 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe, 

Nowl hauc priuily fent him word. 

How I am come with you to rcfcuchim, 
and fee where the huntfman and he doth come. 



Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 
BuntfThhs way my Lord the Deere is gone. 
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Edw. No this way huntfman, 

See where the Keepers Hand. Now brother and the reft 
What, arc you prouided to depart? * 

Glo. I, I, the horfe ftands at the Parke corner; 

Come, to Lin, and fo take Chipping into Flanders : 

Ed - Com e then. Haftings and Stanley, 

I will requite your loues* Byfhop farewell, 

Sheeld thee from IP'arwickes frowne. 

And pray that I may repofleffe the Crowne. 

Now huntfman,what will you do i 

Huntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Oo with you, as tarry heere to be hangd. 

£d "’ Come then !cts awa y with fpeed. Exeunt omm 

S, nter t he Qnyene,and the Lord Riuers, 

Ritters. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is your Grace Co paftlonate oflate ? 

Qu. Why brother Riuers, heare ye not the newes 
Of that fuccefle King Edward had oflate ? 

fosters. What j' lofle offome pitcht battaile again ttlPamck. 
Turn, fearenot faire Qyeene,but caft thofe cares aftde. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

An dH'anvicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qu. ifthat were all, my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will 1 fearc befall. 

2{i. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe. 

To the danger of his royall perfon then ? 

Jfueen.l ther s my greefe,King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorkc. 

.S/tf.The newes is parting ftrangelmuftconfefte; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends. 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perccyue. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Qu. God grant they may ; but gentle brother come. 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vnto the Sandfuary, 

There to preferue the fruite Within my wombe. 

King 
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King Edwards feed,true heire to Englands crowne. 

Enter Edward and Richard , and Haftings , with a 
troopeof Hollanders. 

£d»'.Thus far from Belgia haue we paft the feas, 

And marcht from Raunfpur hauen vnto Torke : 

But foft the gates are Chut, I like not*this. 

Rich, Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Afaier of Torke , vpon the wals. 
MaicrMy Lords we had notice of your comming, 

And that’s the caule we ftand vpon our guard, 

And fhuc the gates for to preferue the Towne. 

Henry now is king,and we are fwornc to him. 

Edw. Why my Lord Maior,if Henry be your king, 

Edward I am fyre at leaft,is Duke of Torke. 

Maior.T ruth my Lord, we know you for no lefle* 

Edw. I craue nothing but my Dukcdome. 

Rich. But when theFoxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after* 

Haft. Why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points ? 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends* 

Maior. Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

Exit TAator. 

Rich. By my faith, a wife flout captaine,andfoonepcrfwaded 

The \JMaior opens the doore,and brings the keies in his hand. 
Edw. So my Lord Maior,thefe gates muft not be (hut. 

But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes ; 

What,feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 

Enter Sir Iohn Momtgomery % with drum and Jo/diors, 

How now Richardj'fl/ho is this ? 

-Kic/?. Brother, this is Sir John Montgommery , 

A truftie friend,vnleffe I be decciude. 

£dn>.Welcome Sir lohn. Wherefore come you in armes i 

P Sir 
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Sir /o&w.Tohelpc King Edwardin this time offtormcs 
As euery loyall fubie& ought to do. * 

f^.Thankes braue Montgomery , 

Btit I onely claime my Dukedome, 

Vntill it pi cafe God to fend the reft. 

Sir Iohn . Then fare you well.Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March nway 3 I came to feme a King, and not a Duke, 

Sdw . Nay ftay ft Iohn , and let vs firft debate, 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir Iohn. What ftand you on debSting^to bebriefe. 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our Kin^, 

lie hence againe,and keepe them backc 

That come to fuccour you,why ftiould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

RtchS\t brother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refolue your felfe,and let vs claime the crownc. 

Sdw. lam refolude once more to claime the crownc, 

And win it too,or elfe to lol'cmy life. 

Sir John. I, now my Soueraignefpcakethhimfelfe, 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets.for Edward ftiall be proclaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England and 
France , and Lord of Ireland ; and wholoeuer gainfaies Kino 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to fingle fight, Lon° 
liue Edward the fourth. 
sill. Long liue Edward the fourth. 

Eaw . We tbanke you all. Lord Maiorleade on the way. 

For this night wee*l harbour here in Yorke, 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London,to mecte with Warwick*, 

And pull falfc Henry from the Regall throne. 

Exeunt omnes. 



Enter ITarwtcke and Clarence with the Crownc, and then 
King Henry, Oxford, Somer fecund the 
young Earle of Richmond. 



King,, 
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jCi«£.Thus from the prifon to this princely feate* 

By Gods great mercies am I brought againe. 

Clarence and Warwicke, do you keepe the crownc. 

And gouerne and protect my Realme in peace* 

And I will fpend the remnant of my daies. 

To finncsrebuke,and my Creators praife. 

War. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraigncs will i 
C/4.Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 

King , My Lord of Somerfet.what pretty boy 
Is that you feeme to be fo carefull of r 

Som . If it pleafe your grace, it is young Henry, 

Earle of Richmond. 

King. Henry of Richmond, Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heauenly powers do aime aright 
To my diuining thoughts, thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries blifte. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crownc. 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maiefty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he (hall hclpe you more, * 

Then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a Letter to warwicke, 

Ur rjr.What counfcll Lords, Edward from Belgia , 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 

And many giddy headed people follow him, 

Oxf.Tis beft to looke to this betimes, 

For if this fire do kindle any further. 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War. In Warwick fhirel haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace,yet bold in warre. 

Them will I muftervp,and thon fonne Clarence, 

Shalt in Eflex,SuffolkejNorfolke,and in Kent* 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen 1 6 come with thee. 

Pa And 
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And thou brother Montague, in Leifterfhire, 

Buckingham and Norchamptonfhire fhalt finde. 

Men well incliodc to do what thou commands. 

And thou bizuc Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, 

Shalt in thy Countries mufter vp thy friends. 

My Souet aigne with his louingCittizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him, 

Faire Lords take leaue.and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell my Souer3igne. 

Awg-.Farwell my Elett or, my Troies true hope. 

W^r.Farwel fweet Lords.lcts meete at Couentry. 
^//.Agreed. Exeunt omnes, 

Enter Edward and bis trame. 

Edw . Seize on the fhamefac’ft Henry, 

And once againcconuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him,I will not hearc him fpcakc. 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courfe > 

To meete with warwicke and his confederates. 

Exeunt omnes, 

£ nter Warwicke on tbewals. 

War. Where is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft: fellow ? 

Oxf.pofie, By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 

IVar. Where is our brother Montague ? 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague ? 

Eofte. I left him at Honfiuore with his troopes. 

WarSay Summerfield,vjheve is my louing fonne ? 

And by thy guefle.how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. A t Seutham my Lord I left him with 
His force,and do expedt him two houres hence. 

War. Then Oxford is at hand,l heare his Drum. 

Enter Edward and his power. 

Glo.See brother, where the furlie ITarwicke mans the wall. 

' War. O vnbid fpight,is fpotfull Edward comet 
Where flept our fcouts,or how are they feduc’d. 

That 
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That we could haue no newes of their repaire ? 

Edw.Now IParwicke, wilt thou be forry for thy faults 
And call Edward king,and he will pardon thee. 

War. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
Confefte who fet thee vp and puld thee downe. 

Call Warwicke Patron, and be penitent ? 

Ancl thou fhalt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

g*.I had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king. 

Or did he make the-icaft againft his will. 

War.’ Twas Warwicke gaue the kingdome to thy brother. 
Edw. Why then tis mine,if but by Iff'arwickj pift . 

War .I,but thou art no .. 4tlas for fo a great a weighr 
And weakling, Warwicke takes his gift againe, 

Henry is my king , Warwick* his fubiedf, 

Edw.l prethee gallant W'arwicket.eW me this. 

What is the body when the head is off? 

Glo. Alafle,that tv arwicke had no more foreftght, 

But whilft he lought to fteale the fingle ten. 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallace, 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the Tower. 

<f^»v.Tis eucn fo,and yet you are old W'arwicke ftill. 

War. O cheer efull colours,(ee where Oxford comes. 

Enter Oxford, with drum andfouldtors . 

Ox. Oxford, Oxford,foz Lancaster. 

Ed.The gates are open,fee,they enter in. 

Lets follow them,and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

<j/e.No,fo iome ocher might fet vpon our backes 
Wee 1 ftay till all De entcred,and then follow them. 

Enter Somerfet,withT)rumand fildiors, 
Som.Somerfet ,Somerfet fot Lane after. 

Qlo.J wo of thy name/ooth Dukes of Somerfet, 

Haue folde their liues vnto the houfeof Torke, 

And thou ftialt be the thirdjifmyfword hold,' 









Thi contention of thetwtfimtm Hmfa 

br “ th “ 

t0 bi?S°fc^ CP ' S al0 " g ’ 

Oa. Clarence 'Clarence fat Lane after. 

Edw.St tu 'Brute , wilt thou (lab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firra,to George of Clarence. 

Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whiners tooeth*r a «d>U 
0™*'ft*ks>bH rtdRafieM of hi, U«,fhrJ t , 

U rT n'°i me Cfence,cova % thou wilt if tFarwicke call 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe 
( Who gaue his blood to lime the flones together) 

And fee vp Lancafter. Thinkeftthou, 5 
That Clarence is fo har£h vnnaturall 
To hfehis fword againfl- his brothersVe 
And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee. 

And to my brothers turne my blueing cheekes 
Pardon me Edward , for I haue done anhffe, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will proue no more vneonftant, 

T ‘. . e ' J' Ve,con ' e Clarence, and ten times more welcome. 

Then if thou neuer had!) deferu’d our hate, 

^.Welcome good Clarence } this is brotherly. 

^r.Oh palling traitor, perjur’d and vniuft. 
cw.Now Warwick?, vtih thou Ieaue 
The towne and fight ? or /hall we beate the 
Stones about thine cares ? 

War.W hy I am not coopt vp hecrc for defence, 

I will away to presently, 

And 
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And b?d thee oattaAe, Edward if thou dar’ft. 

Edw.Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way 
Lords to the field } Saint George and vi&ory. l> 

Exeunt omnes. 

Alar met, and then enter Warwick? wounded 
War. Kb, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe’ 

And tell me who is \\£tox,Torke or Warwicke 5 * * 

Why askc I that r my mangled body fticwes 

Thatlmuftyeeld my body to the earth. * 

And by my fall the conqueft to my foes’ 

Thus yeclds the Cedar to the axes edge/ 

Whofe armes gaue ftielter to the princely Eagle 
Vnder whofe ihade the rampant Lyon flept * 

Whole top branch oucr-pecrd hues fpreading tree. 

The wrmckles in my browes now fild withbloud. 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

For who liu d king,but 1 could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwick? bent his brow t 
Loe now my glory fmeard in duft and blood; 

My parkes.my walkcs.my mannors that 1 had 
Eucn now forfake me,and of all my Lands, * 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 

■ Oxf.Ah Warwick?, Warwick? ,cbecie vp thy felfe and line, 

ror yet there s hope enough to win the day, 

Gur warlike Quecne with troopes is come from France, 
And at South-bampton landed all her traine, 
nd might!) thou liue.then would we neuer flie. 

War. Why then I would not flie,nor haae I now. 

But Hercules himfelfe mu!) yeeld to ods, 

For many wounds receiu’d.and many more repaide. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength. 

And lpiteoffpites needs muft I yeeld to death. 
c><y«.Thy brother ^/owr^whathbrcath’dhisla!)^ 
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And at the pangs of death I heard him cry J * 

And fay, Commend me to my valiant brother : 

And more he would haue fpoke, and more he faide. 
Which iounae4 like a clamour in a vault, 

That could not be diftinguidu for the found. 

And i o cne valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth* and duft? 
And hue we tfbw we can, yet dye we mu ft. 

Sweecrcft hi^foule, flye Lords, and faue your felncs, 
ror Warwick bids you ail farewell to meete in heauen. 

Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take our hmfef^ 
And caufe retreate be founded through the Campe 
That all our friends that yet remainc aliue, 

May be forewarn'd, and faue themfelues by flioht. 

That done, with them weell pofle vnto the Queenc 
And once more try our fortune in the field. 

Exit ambo. 



Enter Edward, florence, and Glofter, with ' 

Soldiers. 

. Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs vi&orie 
And girt out temples with triumphant ioyes. 
Thebig-bon’d traitor hath breath’d hislaft. 

And heauen this day hath fail'd Vpon vs all. 

But in this dearc and brightfome day, 

I fee a blacke fufpitious clowd appeare. 

That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Before he gaine his eafefull wefterne beanies / 

Imeane thole pow vs which the Queenehath got in France 
Are lauded, and meant once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her, 

And’tis likely, if (he haue time to breath, 

Herfa&ion will be full as ftrong as ours. 

Edw. We are aduertifde by our louing friends. 

That they do hold their courfe towardcs Tewksbury : 
Thither will we, for willingneffe rids way : 
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And in eucry Country as we paffe along, 

Our ftrengths fliall be augmented. 

Come lets go, for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 

Sharpe winters (howers will marre our hope for haie. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter the Queene, Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiors. 

Oueene fN elcome to England,my louihg friends of France, 
And welcome Somerfet , and Oxford tpo. 

Once more haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and Warwick e as our maine Maft ouerthrowne, 

Yet warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofle. 

That bearcs the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willing Pilots fhould. 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne. 

To bcate vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there fhould) 
amongft vs a timerous or fearefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 

Leafthein time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs. 

Iwillnotftand aloofeandbid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, . 
and fingle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yeeld, 

Orleaue my body as witnefTeofmy thoughts. 

Of. Women and children of fo high refolue. 

And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall fhame. 

Oh braue young Prince,thy noble grandfather 
Doth liue agame in thee, 

Long maift thou liue to bcare his image. 

And to renew his glories. 

Som.hnd he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight. 

Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day 
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Be hift, and wondci ed at if he arife. * 

i nter a Mejfenger . 

Meff. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 

Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf, 1 1 thought it was his policy to take vs vnprouidcd 
But here will we ftand and fight it to the death. 

Enter X. Edward flarence,Glofter, Hafiings,and fouldiers. 
Edxv. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood, 

Which by Gods afliftance, and your proweffe. 

Shall with our fwords ere night be deane cut downc. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fiiouldfay 
My tcarcs gainfay.For 3s you fee, Idrinke * 

The water ofmineeycs. Then no more but this r 
Henry our King is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft, 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on Gods name L ords together cry, Saint George. 
tHll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

Marmes to the battell, Torke flies, then the chambers bedtfchamd, 
Then enter the King , Clarence, G loft errand the reft, making a greet 
fhout, and cry , for Torke for Torke, and then the Queene, Prince , 
Oxford, and Somerfet are taken , and then found and enter all 4= 
gfiine* 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles. 

Away with Oxford to Hamcs Caftlc flraight/ 

ForSomerfet, off with his guilty head. 

Away, I will not heare them fpeake. 

Oxf. For my part lie not trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf. 
Som. Nor I, but ftoop with patience to my death. Exit Sm. 
Edw. Now Edward, what fatisfa&ion canft thou make, 
For ftirring vp my fubie&s to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speakelikc a fubiedt proud ambitious Yorkcj 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refigne thy chaire,and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the felfcfatnc words to thee, 

4 - ’ Which 
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Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to. 
j£?».Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu’d. 

(7/o.That you might ftill haue kept yourpeticotc,' 

And nere haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

Prtn. Let ts£fop fable in a winters night. 

His currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo. By hcauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Glo , ForGods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this i'colding Crookc-backe rather. 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, Or I will tame your tongue. 

Cla. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’d George, 

And thou miftiapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better, T raitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou liken e(fc of this trailer here. Stabs him» 
Qu. Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadie* 
Glo. Why fhould (he Iiue to fill the world with words i 
Ed. What doth (lie fwound ? 

M ake meanes for her rccouery. 

Clo. Clarence, cxcufc me to the King my brother, 

I muft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall heare more newes. 

Cla. About what, prethee tell me ? 

G&.The Tower man, the Tower : lie rootc them out. 

Exit Glofier. 

Qu. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy : 

Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that ftab’d Cafar fhed no blood at all. 

For he was a man ; this, in refpeff a c’nilde. 

And men nere fpend their fury on a childe. 

What’s worfe then Tyrant that I may not name? 

Qa You 
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The contention of the two famous Houfet 

You haue no children diuels,ifyou had, 

■ The thought of them would then haue ftopt your ra 
But ifyoueuer hope to haue a Tonne, a * 

Loolce in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince, 
£iw.Away,andbeare her hence. ° 

Queene, Nay nerc beare me hence.difpatch 
Me heere, heeie. fiieathe thy fword. 

He pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence t do thou do it. 

P a fy heauen I would not do t&ee fo much eafe. 

Queene . Good flarence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 
CAt.Didft thou not heare me fweare I would not do it ? 
Queen, I,but thou vfcft to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity.. 

Where s the diucls butcher,hard-fauoured Richard, 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed. 

Petitioners for bloodjhee’l nerc put backe. 

Edw. Away I fay,and take her hence perforce. 

«^-So come to you and yours,as to this Prince. Exit . 

£d»>.Clarence,whether is Glofter gone ? 

Cla . Marry my Lord to London,and aslguefle. 

To make a bloody, flipper in the Tower. 

Edw, He is fudden if a thing come in his head. 

W ell,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks.and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how Abe doth fare. 

For by this 1 hope file hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter G lofter to King Henry in the Tower, 

G/o.Good day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 

Hen, l my good Lord. Lord l (hould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter,good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell, were all alike. 

What feene of death hath Rojlmriovi to a&c i 
G/o.Sufpition alwaics haunts a guilty mindc. 

Hen, 
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of Torhund Lancaster. 

ffen.The bird once limde.doth feare the fatall bufh, . 

And I the haplefle made to one poore bird, 

Haue now the fatall obiedl in mine eie. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild. 

<j/o. Why, what a foole was that of Creetei 
That taught his fonne the office of a bird. 

And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drowndj 
Hen A Dedalus ,my poore fonne Icarus , 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe, 

Thy brother Edward , the funne that fearde his wings, 

Andthou the enuieft gulfc thatfwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine cares that tragicke hiftory. 

Glo. Why doft thou thinkcl am an executioner ? 

Hen.E perfecutor l am fure thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Glo . Thy fonne I kild for his prefumptioru 
/Aw.Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume, 

Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine. 

And thus I prophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands death. 

And many an infants water (landing eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers. 

Shall curfc the time that euer thou wert borne, 

TheOwlefhrikt atthybirth,an euill figne. 

The night Crow cride.aboding lucklefi’e tune, 

Dogs howld, and hideous tempefts (booke downc trees, 

The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope, 

To wit : an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne*. 

To fignifie thou cam'ft to bite the world. 

And ifthexeft be true that I haue heard, 

2 Thou-a 
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The contention of the Wo f<tmo\ts Uoufes , 

Thou cam’ft into the world J , , 

(jlo. Die prophet in thy fpceclyle heare no more 
For this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I, and for much more (laughter after this. 

0 God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. 

Glo, What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter • 

Sinkc into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mounted 
See how my fvvord weepes tor the poore Kings death. 

Novv may luch purple teares alwayes be fhed 

For iuch as fecke the downfall of our houfe. 1 Stab him aoen 

Do wne, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither g 
I, that haue neither pitty , loue, nor feare. 

Indeedc twas true that Henry told me of. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother fay, 

1 came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I notreafonthinke you to make haft 
And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights f 

i he women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefus blclfe vs, he is borne with teeth : 

And fo I was indeede. Which plainly (ignified,» 

That I fhould fnarle and bite, and play the Do^gc. 

Then, finceheaucn hath made my body fo, ° 

Tct hell make crook d my minde co anfvver it. 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers ; 

And this word Lone, which gray-beards terme Diuine 
Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me, I am my fclfc alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee: 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretence of outward Teeming ill. 

As Edward (hall be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fonne are gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them/ 

So by one and one di (patching all the reft, * 

Coun- 
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of Yorke and Lancafter. 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 
lie drag thy body in another roome, 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome. 

Enter King Edward,' Queene Elizabeth, and a Nurfe with the young 
Prince ,and (Clarence fjlofier flattings ,and others » 

tdw . Once more we (it inEnglands throne, 

Repurehaft with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen like to Autumnes come, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride > 

Three Dukes of Sometfet,threc-foldrenownd 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions. 

Two Clinords,a^the father and the fonne. 

And two Northumberlands,two brauer men 
Ncre fpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found. 

With them the two rough Bcares, Wanvicke and CWontague, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our fear. 

And made our fogtlloolc of fecurity. 

Come hither 'Bejfe, znd let mekilfe my boy, 

Young Nedfot thee,thine Vncklei and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters ni ght, 

Marcht all afoot, in fummers fealding heate. 

That thou mightft repoflfeffc the crowne in peaccj 
And of our labours thou ("halt reape the gaine. 

Glo . lie blafthis harueft,if your head w'erc laid, 

For yet I am not lookt on in the world. 

This fhouldcr was ordaind fo thickc to heaue. 

And heaue it fhall fome weight, or breake my backe,. 

Worke thou the way, and thou (halt execute. 

Edw. Brothers of C larence and of Glofter, 

Pray loue my louely Queene, 

And kifle your Princely Nephew, both. 

Cla. The duty that I owe vnro your Maiefty, 

I fcale vpon. the rofiate lips of this fweese Babe. 
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The contention of the Wo famous HotiCes 

^gf^.Thankes noble Clarence^ worthy brother 

To fay the truth/o ln<U kift his matter, 

nd j° vt Cndc a11 haiI<f! ’ and meanc a11 harmc. 
f / ,K° W 3m 1 feated as m y foule delights, 

C *■ What will your grace haue done with iMarraret } 
Reymrd her father, to the King of France g 

Hath pawnd the Cicels and Ierufalem, 

And hither haue they fent itforaranfome* 

Edrv, Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 
And now what reft ? ,but that we fpend the time, 

Wtth ftately triumphs and mirthfull comicke fliewes 

Such as befits the pleafures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowre annoy, 
ror heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. ! 
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